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Dy, ar . 
Deautiful Slatr 


B R E C K 












Hair . 
~« 


sBeavtiful 








For Oily Hair 
90¢ VALUE 
Rp BOTH FOR 


wat 60¢ 







SPECIAL BRECK SHAMPOO TRIAL OFFER 


This is your opportunity to try Breck Shampoo at an especially favorable price. You receive a 
bonus 30 cent size with the purchase of a regular 60 cent size - a 90 cent value for only 60 cents. 
There are Three Breck Shampoos for three different hair conditions - dry, oily and normal. Select 
the one that is right for you. Take advantage of this offer and enjoy lustrous, beautiful hair. 
PLUS 
SPECIAL RCA VICTOR RECORD OFFER 
‘1.98 VALUE FOR ONLY 5S! 


RCA Victor 

Box 18; Rockaway, New Jersey 

I enclose $1.00 and a boxtop, label or facsimile 
from a Breck Preparation. Send my New Sound 
America Loves Best Album in: (Check one) 


Stereo Regular LP 





RCA Victor's preview album “The New Sound 
America Loves Best” is available in living stereo 
or regular L.P. Send $1.00 and a box top or label 
from any Breck Preparation and receive your album 
City & State ________ —~ i fitt lections featuring R Cloor 
Rusioes Man ¢, 0088 aie Ibdusee Adon i! of fifteen selections featuring Rosemary ooney, 
BaaTst ' Mario Lanza, Ames Brothers and other artists 
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Street 
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The most 
desirable woman 
in town 
and the easiest 
to find... 


just call... 
BUtterfield 


METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER presents 


FUIZAS Eh TAYLOR 
VAU GENE TARWEl 
EDM FISileEh 








This is Liggett...who This is Danny ...who knew that no one 
called Gloria when- man owned Gloria... for she must hold in CINEMASCOPE ano METROCOLOR 
ever his wife was away! many in her arms to find the one she loves! 


CO-STARRING 


DINA MERRILL - ws MILDRED DUNNOCK - BETTY FIELD - JEFFREY LYNN - KAY MEDFORD - SUSAN OLIVER 
SSRFEN CHARLES SCHNEE and JOHN MICHAEL HAYES - oecreo ev DANIEL MANN: A PANDRO S. BERMAN PRODUCTION 





Compact Shape to keep | , 
you lovely and dainty... 


hed y FAVORITE OF AMERICA’S MOVIEGOERS FOR OVER FORTY 


SHAVEMASTER 
SHAVER EXCLUSIVE 


Exclusive ‘‘Micro-Twin” Head DEBBIE REYNOLDS 25 _ Is Debbie Planning to Call Off Her Wedding Now? 

; ; GLENN FORD 26. Glenn, Will You Marry Debbie? by Jane Ardmore 
solves a// your feminine grooming ELVIS PRESLEY and 28 _ Elvis, What Are You Scared Of? — by Claudine Montel 
: problems quickly and gently JULIET PROWSE 

RICK NELSON 38 _ Rick, Why Dare Death? by Beatrice March 


NOVEMBER, 1960 
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One side of head gives ARTICLES AND SPECIAL FEATURES 
fast, close leg shaving, 


eliminates nica aa ROBERT STACK 30 Yow Can Stay in Love {even when married) by William Tusher 


BOBBY RYDELL and 32 ‘“‘Is It Wrong to Feel the Way We Do?” by G. Divas 
JOANIE SOMMERS 


TOMMY SANDS and 40 = Saturday Night Party by Rona Barrett 
NANCY SINATRA 


FOR LESS MARLENE DIETRICH 44 Are You Really Keeping Your Man Happy? 
a \ 46s Panic by Jim Hoffman 


ROCK HUDSON and 48 Warning: It Can Mean Only One Thing 
LINDA CRISTAL 


BRENDA LEE 60 ‘Boys Scare Me Most of All” by Martin Cohen 
STEWART GRANGER 62 _ The End of a Dream 
KINGSTON TRIO 64 ~ Wait for Us 
PETER BRECK G7 _ Death Was Following Us by Marcia Borie 


SPECIAL FEATURE 


PAT BOONE, PAUL 54 Why Boys Whistle at Girls 
ANKA, BOBBY DARIN, 
FRANKIE AVALON 
CAROL LYNLEY S56 How Do You Register With the Boys? 


PAT, PAUL, BOBBY, S8 4 Looks That Topped the Boys’ Poll 
and FRANKIE 


Other side is specially de- 
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elo (cmUlrel-taelaumelaclelillile b & Monthly Record ii Your Monthly Ballot 


10 = Readers Inc. 7O Your Needlework 
72 Becoming Attractions 


You'll omer be smooth, poised 


and confident of immaculate NEWS AND REVIEWS : 
grooming with the Lady Sunbeam 4  HollywoodForYoubySkolsky 27 Inside Stuff by Sara Hamilton 
Shavemaster Shaver. You'll save 8 Go Out to a Movie 75 Now Playing (Brief Reviews) 
time,-too, because Lady Sunbeam 86 = Casts of Current Pictures 
shaves quicker, won’t cause 
embarrassing nicks and cuts. Its 
dainty size makes it easier to EVELYN PAIN, Editor 
handle, and its quiet motor makes NORMAN SIEGEL, West Coast Editor 
ita pleasure. And Lady Sunbeam’s CLAIRE SAFRAN, Managing Editor KATE PALUMBO, Fashion Editor 
slim, colorful design will look ROSE ENGLANDER, Associate Editor JUNE CLARK, Beauty Editor 
lovely on your vanity table. TOBI FELDSTEIN, Assistant Editor oo j ROGER MARSHUTZ, Staff Photographer 
JIM HOFFMAN, VIVIEN MAZZONE, Contributing Editors JEAN SCHLEBER, Assistant Art Director 
Feminine Petal Pink with raised ANNE KANES, Assistant to Editor maRciA BoRiE, West Coast Contributor 
Gold-Tone design on fluted white 


background, in Your December issue will be on sale at your newsstand on Nov. 3rd 
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HAL WALLIS 
PRESENTS 










Here is Elvis Presley’s newest album. 
It’s the original cast soundtrack of ‘‘G. I. 
Blues,’’ his new Paramount Picture, now 
available from your RCA Victor record deal- 


# 
M@ er. Get it today. 7) RCA VICTOR 


bs : Paramount Presents | 


ELVIS PRESLEY | 
IN 
G.I. BLUES 


A HAL WALLIS 
PRODUCTION 


Co-starring 


JULIET PROWSE 


Directed By 
Norman Taurog 


























Pocketful of Rainbows 





» \ O7EEN: | Shoppin’ Around 
Tonight Is So Right for Love Big Boots 
What’s She Really Like Didja’ Ever 
Frankfort Special Blue Suede Shoes 


Wooden Heart Doin’ the Best | Can P 
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BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


I didn’t go behind her back. I told Shirley first, at Schwab’s. 


] know Debbie Reynolds and Harry 
Karl hold hands at the movies. I 
watched them. .. . Zsa Zsa turned square; 
she admits on the jacket of her book 
that she didn’t write her autobiography. 
. . - Call me what you will, but I think 
Shirley MacLaine gives a finer and more 
legitimate performance in “The Apart- 
ment” than she did in “Some Came Run- 
ning.” ... Tony Curtis and Janet Leigh 
have a television set in their bedroom. 
.. . Simone Signoret’s real name is Sim- 
one Kaminker. She took her mother’s 
maiden name. . . . I’m of the opinion 
Elvis is developing into a good actor; 
also, despite his name, Tab Hunter is a 
good actor. . . . Marlene Dietrich’s Quot- 
able Quote: “I’ve spent my life in show 
business which is supposed to be cruel 
and selfish. Yet I can honestly say that 
I’ve never been badly treated by any 
person.” .. . It could come to the point 
where her admirers believe a day in the 
week was named after Tuesday Weld.... 
Hollywood is a place where Kim Novak 
has a niche in her house waiting for her 
Oscar. 

Lassie is a male. And he gets away 
with the impersonation even better than 
Jack Lemmon did in “Some Like It 


Hot.” . . . Why doesn’t Millie Perkins 


make another movie? I’m for it. ... 


Yul Brynner, with hair, has yet to make 
a money-making picture. . . . I’d like to 
see Jayne Mansfield play a role in a 
movie so that I didn’t know it was Jayne 
Mansfield. . . . James Garner is as fast 
on the ad lib as almost any comic you 
. . . Nick Adams never de- 
mands top billing. He’s satisfied that 
the billing be alphabetically. . . . Holly- 


wood is a place where actors and ac- 


can name. 


Jim gets Coop’s autograph for 


daughter. 


tresses call themselves honest hypocrites. 
I'd answer “Dana Wynter” if asked to 
name the most beautiful, cooperative 
and witty actress in town. Dana’s new 
hairdo was suggested by husband Greg 
Bautzer. No, he didn’t set it. . . . It’s 
about time her studio gave Barrie Chase 
a good movie role. . . . Can you imagine 
John Wayne a Method actor? Well, 
I can’t. . . . I never see Ernie Kovacs 
and his big cigars but I think of Edie 
Adams warning him to be careful about 
spilling the ashes all over their new 
home. . . . Gloria Grahame’s Quotable 
Quote: “I retire just as I really am. 
When I go to bed, I’m not acting.” 
Mamie Van Doren divides her wardrobe 
into two closets. One for “movie star 
clothes,” the other for her “around the 
house and street apparel.” .. . If any- 
one tells you that you have to be beau- 
tiful to be a movie star, just mention 
Juliet Prowse. Talent and personality 
put her over. . . . I’m accepting Alec 
Guinness as the best English comedian, 


Nick knows how to get what he wants. 


and then they spring Peter Sellers on 
me. ... If ever a role was made for an 
actor and vice versa, it’s Burt Lancaster 
in “Elmer Gantry.” All the debits about 
Lancaster work as credits as Elmer... . 
Kirk Douglas, with his flashing teeth, 
would have been my second choice for 
the role. . . . Hollywood is a place where, 
if you exhibit good manners, they think 
you are a butler, an usher or out of 
work. 

Barbara Stanwyck and her silver hair 
looks dignified to me. . . . Joan Collins 
has been very quiet recently, considering 
the fact she is Joan Collins. . . I was 
pleased to read Anita Ekberg is being 
appreciated by people for her ability and 
not tape measurements. . . . Hollywood 
is a place where a vicious rumor is that 
an actor is getting along very well with 
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Is Warren the reason for Joan’s change? 


his wife... . 1 have a feeling if Robert 
Mitchum played an entire picture with 
his eyes wide open, they would say he 
was a Method Actor. . . . For some 
reason, I never tire of looking at Jean 
Simmons. 

I keep believing Rick Nelson is going 
to grow into Elvis Presley. . . . Hugh ‘ 
O’Brian is the fastest gun in the west. 
He can take off his holster and makeup 
faster than any actor in westerns. .. . 
Julie Newmar’s Quotable Quote: “I try 
to be feminine always. You’d be sur- 
prised how it helps, especially with men.” 

. I’m always surprised when I meet 
Audrey Hepburn in a delicatessen, no 
matter how many times I meet her there. 

. | don’t believe the rumor that Las- 
sie and Rin Tin Tin are the best of 
friends. . . . Hollywood is a place where 
a weary actor will tell you that he’s go- 
ing to Palm Springs for three days to 
get a weeks’ rest. That’s Hollywood For 


You. 


Your form. wasn’t meant to conform to a 
cup...the cup must conform to you! 
And I’m the magic tab that can pull 
the magic trick. Just pull me up...or 
down... for just the fullness and 
separation you need... just the 


comfort and attract-appeal 
Imagine... custom fit at a pandodete eile: q 
Available in Bandeau and Longline.. marae Pe 
white ...embroidered cotton; mylon ma ie + 


or miler ® oe —_ of acetate, eae 
nd D cups. In bandeau, 


In “engine from $80 $ a ae? a. 


VAI ABL WHEREVER FINE BRASSIERES ARE SOLD IN THE U.S.A.AND CANADA 
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Jack & Felicia: So when’s the wedding? 





eye 
make-up 
alone 
does only 
half 
the job 


gives 
your lashes 
an 
alluring 
upsweep 
that 
doubles 
the 
beauty 
of your 
present eye 
make-up 


THE ONLY EYELASH CURLER 
WITH AUTOMATIC REFILL $125 








October, 1960 
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Bobby Darin Gets An Earful; 
Connie Francis’ Big Mystery; 


still has them talking. 


Why Brian did it. 


Jaye P. goes to war. 


Jimmy keeps going. Rod _ surprises me. 





Hollywood’s Listening To... 


Schumann Piano Concerto with Van 
Cliburn on RCA Victor. 

Complete Mozart Symphonies, Vol. II, 
Nos. 6-7-8-9, Erich Leinsdorf and the Lon- 
don Symphony Orchestra on Westminster. 

Schumann: Sonata No. 1, Gilels, piano; 
Chopin: Ballade and Two Etudes, Ash- 
kenazy, piano: Kabalevsky: Sonata No. 3, 
Zak, piano, all three on one LP on Monitor. 

Brahms Horn Trio: Szigeti, violin: Hors- 
zowski, piano: Barrows, horn. Mercury. 

Mahler Symphony No. 4: Lisa Della 
Casa, soprano: Reiner and Chicago Sym- 
phony on RCA Victor. 

Schubert Symphony No. 5 in B Flat and 
Symphony No. 3 in D: Beecham and Royal 
Philharmonic Orchestra on Capitol. 











Chubby Checker Starts A Craze 


by PAUL DREW 


STATION WGST, ATLANTA: It happened! 
The third greatest moment of my career in 
broadcasting—the chance to tell Bobby Darin 
in person that “Darin at the Copa” is the best 
album I've heard since Sinatra’s classic “Songs 
for Swingin’ Lovers.” The second greatest and 
vreatest moments respectively were doing a 
live program with Fabian . . . and dating 
Connie Francis. | still don’t understand why 
Con won't permit M-G-M to release her record 
of “Robot Man” in the U.S.—it made Eng- 
land’s top ten. Her album of “Spanish and 
Latin American Favorites” is sure to be a 
best-seller for years to come, and “My Heart 
Has a Mind of Its Own” is her seventeenth 
consecutive hit. Wow! 

Watch Kenny Rossi’s popularity zoom up- 
ward with his much requested “Sandy” and 
“What's Wrong.” ... You'll find the Everlys 
in the audience many Saturday nights at the 
Grand Ole Opry. Their “Lucille” and “So 
Sad” are being heard everywhere. 

Lots of luck to anyone conquering the lyrics 
to “To Morrow” in the Kingston Trio’s 
“String Along.” ... Nomination for the cover- 
of-the-year award to Cameo for “Bobby Sings.” 
The living color shot of Bobby Rydell is 
tops. So’s the music. . . . Know why his fans 
call him Mr. Sincerity? The answer's heard 
in Tony Bennett’s “Alone Together.” . . . 
Brian Hyland has six brothers and one 
sister—maybe that’s why he chose to include 
“Cozy Litthke Compact Car” in his album, “The 
Bashful Blond.” Everybody in Tulsa’s 
still talking about how pretty Patti Page 
looked—after seeing her de-glamorized in 
“Elmer Gantry’—when the Singing Rage paid 
her hometown a visit recently to autograph 
copies of her book, “Once Upon a Dream.” 

I'm glad that I haven't said this before— 
the best Hawaiian album I’ve heard is M-G-M’s 
“Tommy Edwards in Hawaii.” And anyone 
remember when Joni James last turned up 
with a hit single? But, oh those albums! Hats 
off to hubby Tony Acquaviva for his master- 
ful arrangements in “100 Strings and Joni on 
Broadway.” Still the nation’s biggest 
dance craze—“The Twist.” (See page 22 
for how to do it.) The Parkway LP, “The 
Twist,” by Chubby Checker comes alive with 
The Stroll, The Slop and many more exciting 


dances. . . . It’s the Pat Boone of pre-1956 
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in his best album in years, “This and That.” 

Our government’s spending over two million 
dollars for 1961’s Civil War Centennial. For 
much less, you'll enjoy “Dixie,” “Yellow Rose 
of Texas,” “Oh Susanna” and other songs of 
the era in Jaye P. Morgan’s “Down South.” 

. . And while Rod Lauren was below the 
Mason-Dixon Line, I took him to a restaurant 
that’s world-famous for Southern Fried Chicken 
—so he ordered steak. . . . “A Wild Imagina- 
tion” and “One Finger Solo” look like Rod’s 
best to date for RCA Victor. ... You'll meet 
an intimate Sam Cooke in “Hits of the 
Fifties.” ... Who do most deejays consider to 
be one of the most pleasant people to interview 
and work with? Jimmy Clanton, who keeps 
his streak going for Ace with “Wait.” 


What’s in the Stars? 


Like Deborah Kerr, 
you are under the 
seventh sign of the 
Zodiak —Libra— if 
your birthday falls 
between September 
23 and October 22. 
Gentleness, poise, 
charm, co-operation 
are your attributes. 
Libran women are often beauties like Deb- 
orah (Sept. 30) and Rita Hayworth (Oct. 
17). Other charming 

children of Libra) rompeteeer ed 
number Dolores Hart 
(Oct. 20), Julie Lon- 
don (Sept. 26) and 
Inger Stevens (Oct. 
18). Librans are ex- 
ceptionally thought- 
ful about others, enjoy 
sharing life’s good de 
things. One trait only, Poe for Dolores? 
unless watched, can 

cause friction—and that is an over-emphasis 
on perfection. This is not because you value 
“things” more than people—quite the op- 
posite. But this is 
what a partner may 
misunderstand and 
your _ relationship 
can suffer for it. 
Watch it, for you 
are happiest in a 
partnership. The 
men under this sign 
can “charm the 
birds out of the 
trees” and are crea- 
tive and talented. As witness Charlton 
Heston (Oct. 4), Montgomery Clift (Oct. 
(17). Your lucky number: eight. Eriat 





Deborah:Too good 








Cc havibens Beware! 
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ACROSS 


His hit is ‘‘Look for a Star’’ 
James 


. They're still asking for his comb 

- Metropolitan Opera basso (init.) 

- That popular yellow-dotted bathing suit 
. Bronco 

- Railroad (abbrev.) 

- Note of the musical scale 

- Another singer to popularize ‘‘Look for 


a Star’’ 


. Mr. Cooke’s initials 

. To accomplish 

. Exclamation 

. She’s ‘“‘Sorry”’ 

. Last name of 19 across 

. A co-star in “From the Terrace’’ (init.) 
. Neat 

. Eydie’s husband 
- For grain storage 
. Richard 

. Note of scale 

. Preposition 

. Record label 


Bennett (folk singer) 


DOWN 


. Initials of 2 down 
. His current best seller: “Because They're 


Young” 


. A commercial 
. Animal with broad antlers 


“My a 


. Not a boy 
. The lad who sings of 8 across 


Now or Never’’ 


. A choice morsel 

. “Happy-Go-Lucky Me,’ he sings 

. Not he 

. Roy ————— 

. Adise by Dante and the Evergreens 
- A pair of brothers 


Of (ital.) 


. Famous Trombonist (init.) 


Day lend of a war) init. 


. One of 21 down 
. Singer of the month (pictured) 








LI STICK.-.in att finish swivel case, — 9c 





with 
Flame-Glo! 


All eyes are on you when you use Flame-Glo: 
beauty secret of stage, screen and TV stars, as 
well as smart society. For your lips, nothing 
beats Flame-Glo “Lustre-Flame” with satin 


smooth, dewy moist brilliance that lasts far longer. 
In a wide variety of divinely flattering shades. 
For your nails, there’s none better than this 
revolutionary new Flame-Glo enamel, in luscious 
colors to match the beauty of the lipstick itself! 


Also comes in 19¢ and 29¢ sizes. 


MAIL ENAMEL-,-.-!t's new and terrific, 
gives you long-lasting reece 
Iridescent 20¢ 


Triple - Stay 
NG dé PS 


FOR LIPS and FI 


AT HANDY VARIETY STORE COSMETIC COUNTERS 









~Go 
ead 


get more out of life— 


go out toa 


movie 


What's on tonight? 
You've got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 


Bsesseeseeeseeseeeeee & 84 


Weddings and Babies 
AFFECTIONATE CLOSEUP OF EVERYDAY PEOPLE; ADULT 

“Weddings and Babies,” says the sign outside photogra- 
pher John Myhers’ studio and home, in New York’s Little 
Italy. But don’t expect any gunplay; this is a true picture 
of average life in the big city. John’s worries are the kind 
that would be familiar anywhere. His assistant and sweet- 
heart (Viveca Lindfors) is getting insistent about their own 
long-overdue wedding, and we feel as exasperated as she 
does at his often childish moods, typical of the stubborn 
bachelor. But we sympathize with him while he wonders what 
to do about his mother (Chiarina Barile), a splendid old 
lady whose mind is beginning to wander. The story was 
written, directed, produced and photographed by Morris 
Engel, who made his mark with “Little Fugitive” and “Lov- 
ers and Lollipops.” It’s the photography—never slick or 
flattering—that brings us close to these people, to see how 
human beings can be funny and sad, lovable and irritating, 


all at once. ENGEL 


Let's Make Love 
BIG, BLOWZY MUSICAL WITH DAZZLING STARS; ADULT 

Here’s the new Marilyn Monroe picture—but it isn’t all 
hers. Should it be called the Yves Montand picture instead? 
Either way, the competition-cooperation provides lots of 
easygoing fun. (MM and Yves at left, top.) Yves gets into 
the act first, as a French-American billionaire whose hobby 
is girls. His public-relations man (Tony Randall) hears that 
the tycoon is about to be unmercifully ribbed in an off- 
Broadway revue, so Yves goes to the rehearsal in person and 
in a bad humor. Enter Marilyn, and he melts just as movie 
audiences do, because she’s at her most appealing in this 
part, a show-business girl with informal manners (and 
clothes!) and a heart of pure gold. From there on, the stars 
carry the show on its rambling way. The French idol is a 
pleasantly ordinary-looking guy, but his charm and his light- 
comedy skill are "way above the ordinary. Famous for his 
songs, Yves has to pretend to be a terrible singer, and that’s 


no simple trick. 20TH; CINEMASCOPE, DE LUXE COLOR 


I Aim at the Stars 
EXCITING SCIENCE-FACT STORY, EXPERTLY TOLD; FAMILY 

How can you make a hero out of a scientist who put 
his genius to work for the Nazis? On the other hand, how 
can you make a villain out of a man who has contributed 
immeasurably to the American space program? The two are 
the same person, Wernher von Braun, so the movie version 
of his life (starring Curt Jurgens, at left, bottom, with James 
Daly and Gia Scala) is a mighty tricky project. The problem 
has been neatly solved by giving both sides of the argument 
and then leaving it up to the (Continued on page 92) 
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PHOTOGRAPHED IN THE GRAND SALON AT PIERRE CARDIN IN PARIS 


2 dreamed. 2 covered the Cenis -(hleations 
in my Inaudenform bra 


I wore an original, too! New ARABESQUE*— the bra that tops the whole Paris picture! Bias-cut insert be- 


tween the cups for superb separation, uncanny (almost custom) fit. Noteworthy: flowered circular stitching 
combines hand-embroidered look with newly defined contour. Excitement... high! Price... low! White, 


A, B and C cups, 2.50. Pre-shaped ARABESQUE* (with light foam lining) 3.50. At stores everywhere. 


*REG U.S PAT. OFF © 1960, MAIDENFORM, INC. NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 





PERIODIC PAIN 


Midol acts three ways to bring 
relief from menstrual suffering. 
It relieves cramps, eases head- 
ache and it chases the “blues”. 








Bw now takes Midol at oe 
first sign of menstrual distress. 


“WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW" 
@ 24-page book explaining menstruction 
is yours, FREE. Write Dep't B-110, Box 280, 


New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper) 











Hats Off to Ginger 


When an exceptionally busy star takes 
the time to show interest and gratitude 
to her fans, I think it deserves a word of 
mention. So a big, “Hats Off,” to Ginger 
Rogers. 

When she appeared here in Rhode Island, 
many fans waited for her each night after 
her performance in “Annie Get Your 
Gun.” There were so many fans, that some 
were afraid they would be left out with 
programs going unsigned, but every night. 
Ginger, herself, reassured them that all 
would be signed—and they were! This was 
not a gesture extended by her to Rhode 
Islanders alone, for she did the very same 
thing two weeks later in Massachusetts. 

Some stars devote very little time to 
their fans, but not this star. To steal a 
phrase from the teenagers, “Ginger Rogers 
is the greatest!” 

HENRIETTA COLLINS 
Providence, R.I. 


Look Alikes 


... Many people have said that I resemble 
Eleanor Parker who is in the movie “Home 
From the Hill.” 

JANICE JANOUSEK 


Gregory, S.D. 





Eleanor has a double in Janice. 


... I think my friend, Jesse Dehoyos, looks 
like the singer Paul Anka. Don’t you agree 
with me? 

Juice SALEZAR 

Corpus Christi, Texas 


Can you tell Paul and Jesse apart? 


Another Look Alike 


ei Everyone thinks my son, Harold 
Harner, Jr., looks very much like Bob 
Cummings. Do you? 
Mrs Lorraine Harner 
Valley View, Pa. 


A little. But wouldn’t you say he looks more 
like Fred Astaire?—Eb. 


b 


Pleasantly Surprised 


I was very pleasantly surprised to find 
cute newcomer Tim Johnson featured in 
“A Real Nothing Date” at Disneyland in 
your September issue of Photoplay. 

As Annette’s date, Tim was very at- 
tentive and full of fun. I especially liked 
the crazy shot inside the wild animals 
cage. It was all very refreshing. 

CarMeN Hout 
Montreal, Canada 


Poor “Pal Joey” 


“Jeanne Eagels” went on a “Picnic.” “The 
Man With the Golden Arm” and “Pal 
Joey” went with her. Jeanne brought a 
“Bell, Book, and Candle” along. The book 
was “The Eddie Duchin Story.” “Pal 
Joey” had “Vertigo.” He met his death in 
the “Middle of the Night.” His death was 
a “Pushover” for Kim Novak. She pushed 
him over a cliff. 

SHERRY DEeERUuUBIS 
Blairsville, Pa. 


Good to See Gable 


Glad to see Clark Gable making movies 
again. I saw his new movie, “It Happened 
in Naples,’ and liked it very much. 

A Fan From Kentucky 








GET TO THE NEWSSTAND EARLY 

Newsstands everywhere have been selling out 
their copies of Photoplay Magazine earlier and 
earlier. The December issue will go on sale 
November 3rd. Get to your favorite newsstand 
early. If all the copies are gone, send 25¢ to: 
Publisher, Box 3465, Grand Central Station, 
New York 17, N. Y. and we will rush a copy 
to you. And tell us the name and address of the 
newsstand that was sold out and we will see 
that more copies are put there in the future. 
Thank you.—Tue Epirtors. 
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A Request 


About the only thing that is missing 
from your wonderful magazine, is an article 
and pix on that swingin’ Kingston Trio. 


BARBARA JONES 
Park Ridge, Ill. 


We certainly agree with you. Page 64 
should make it up to you.—Eb. 


Thank You 


I would like to use your magazine as a 
means of publicly expressing admiration 
for, and thanks to, the cast and crew of 
“Desire in the Dust”’—a film which was re- 
cently shot on location in the area sur- 
rounding my home, Baton Rouge, La. Dur- 
ing their stay in this area, these ladies and 
gentlemen completely ingratiated them- 
selves with the local citizenry through their 
open friendliness toward the public and 
dedicated attitude toward their work. Each 
member of the cast—Joan Bennett, Ray- 
mond Burr, Ken Scott, Brett Halsey—was 
exceedingly courteous about signing auto- 
graphs, posing for pictures, and conversing 
with their many fans. The “Desire” com- 
pany was a credit to Hollywood and the 
motion picture industry. 


Paut KILicore 
Baton Rouge, La. 


Shocking Story 


I would like to tell you something that 
really shocked me. One day, Tab Hunter 
found his dog had dug a small hole in his 
lawn. He was so mad, he tied his dog up 
and beat it unmercifully with a stick for 
fifteen minutes. Finally, hearing the dog’s 
howls, the neighbors called the police. 
They said if Tab did it again, he would 
get a fine. I am a great fan of his and 
didn’t think he would do that. Did he? 


L.B.M. 


Montreal, Canada 


We asked Tab about this and he wrote 
back saying: “I have been around dogs and 
horses all my life and have always treated 
them with kindness and affection. Those 
charges against me were totally without 
foundation. I have known and worked with 
two of the most prominent dog trainers in 
this area, both of whom have stated that 
any disciplinary action of mine was ad- 
vised by them and is common procedure in 
dog training. No accusation, which could 
be made against me, could wound me per- 
sonally as deeply as this which involved 
cruelty to an animal I love. I am confident 
that a thorough investigation of the facts 
will result in my vindication.”—Ep. 


Cast 


I have just finished reading the screen- 
play “A Face in the Crowd.” However. 
they do not list the cast from the movie. I 
would be very grateful if you would print 
the complete cast of this movie. 


Beto MANDELBAUM 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 


Londesome Rhodes—Andy Griffith 
Marcia Jeffries—Patricia Neal 
Joey Kiely—Anthony Franciosa 
Mel Miller—Walter Matthau 
Betty Lou Fleckum—Lee Remick 





Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We rezret we cannot 
answer or return unpublished letters. To start 
fan clubs or write stars, contact their studios. 
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confidentially... 





... Id like pen pals 
from all over the 
world between the 
ages of thirteen and 
sixteen. My hobbies 
are corresponding, 
music and swimming. 
I don’t care if you're 
nine feet tall and 
weigh five-hundred 
pounds, I just want 
a pen pal! 

ALFRED WONG 

266 N. School St. 
Honolulu 17, Hawaii 





. . My fan club for Greta Garbo, prob- 
ably the greatest of cinema stars, is in full 
swing and we're campaigning for more 
members. Our dues are only $1.00 per year 
which entitles one to a fan club journal 
and frequent bulletins plus many photo- 
graphs of Miss Garbo. A four-cent stamp 
will bring full information. The journals 
are filled with intimate glimpses, exclusive 
photos and facts about the silent Swede. 

Perer BANKERS 
Fairview St., Rt. 4 
Smithtown, L.IL., N.Y. 





: I am seventeen 
years old and I would 
like to have pen pals 
from everywhere. My 
hobbies are drawing, 
reading and _ stars 
such as Ricky, Elvis 
and Sandra. 

RataNna NuTAGAMA 

309 Prasumairu Rd. 
Banglumpoo Bangkok 
Thailand 





. «« The official Shirley MacLaine fan club 
is four years old. We have a very active 
group and Shirley is very interested in her 
fans. Dues are $1.25 and you receive, when 
you join, two bulletins, “Shirley’s Secrets” 
and two journals, “Playtime With Shirley.” 

SHIRLEY SMITH 

2810 Santarium Ave. 

Orlando, Fla. 








. . . All are welcome to join my Stephen 
Boyd fan club. For information, write: 
BARBARA KRAFT 
119 South Croft Ave. 
Los Angeles 48, Calif. 





Dear anybody from anyplace. Want 
to be my pen pal? I’m seventeen with dark 
brown hair and eyes. My hobbies are to 
see football matches and swimming. 

Macpa MipHat 
42, Kairat St. (Laz Ogli) 
U.A.R. Cairo, Egypt 


. . . Come on and join the Jo-Ann Camp- 
bell fan club. Dues are 50¢ and members 
will receive an 8x10 photo suitable for 
framing, a 5x7 pinup and a membership 
card with Jo-Ann’s picture on the back for 
your wallet. 





Joun A. IANNONE 
1868-64 Street 
Brooklyn 4, N.Y. 








.. 1 am a girl of 
fourteen and I would 
like a pen pal in 
some far off country. 
My hobbies are swim- 
ming, riding horses 
and stamp collecting. 

Katuy MAzenko 
375 Sloat Court 
Santa Clara, Cal. 








... Breaking up my collection of old movie 
stills and photos of the period 1933-1942 
and would be pleased to hear from other 
collectors who want items from that time. 
Wonderful autographed photos and_per- 
sonal letters from the stars, especially from 
those who have passed from the scene, | 
wouldn’t think of parting with, but do have 
loads of others which serious minded col- 
lectors may desire. 

Harry WILKINSON 

22 Darling St. 

Marblehead, Mass. 





Need members for a fan club? Want a pen pal? 
Like to exchange fads? Write: Confidentially, 
Photoplay, 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y. 








Please turn the page 
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WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT? 


! want fo read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars): 
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Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Readers Poll, Box 1374, 


Grand Central Station, New York 17. 


N. Y. If yours is one of the first 


25 ballots received each Friday from October 7 through 28, we'll send you 
an autographed picture of your favorite star. Just tell us who it is. 
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continued 


DEAR FASHION EDITOR: 


I am deeply concerned because I have 
bought a very expensive, thin-strapped 
dress and now find it impossible to 
keep my strapless bra from slipping. 
I must have some support. Have you a 
solution? 





Mrs. JoHN REED 
San Fransisco, Calif. 


Yes indeed! Olga has a wireless strap- 
less Secret Hug that can’t pressure or 
slip. Bare “wing” sides hold it firmly and 
the lift comes from latex ribbon inside 
cups. Pretty, too, in nylon lace, piping, 
and feminine rosebud trim.—FAasHIon Eb. 





DEAR FASHION EDITOR: 


I am eighteen years old, very thin, with 
big breasts. Because of my prominent 
neck bones, strapless dance dresses, 
like most girls wear, are out. I believe 
halter-neck dresses would be ideal for 
me, but what do I do about a bra? 

VioLta Harris 

Reading, Pa. 


Halter necks are for you... they can 
cover the neck in front and yet give a 
feeling of straplessness from the rear. 
A bra answer lies in Hollywood—Vassar- 
ette’s halter bra pictured at the right. It 
offers firm breast support through wired 
and reinforced cups and is held in place by 
hook-on-to-the-girdle clips—FasHion Eb. 


DEAR FASHION EDITOR: 


Although my daughter is only twelve 
years old, she has already begun to 
develop. I, of course, do not want her 
to feel awkward, but I have read that it 
is very important to start wearing a bra 
at the beginning of development. Is this 
true? 


Mrs. SAM SMITH 
Dallas, Texas 


’ ‘ It is quite important to wear a bra 
WAIST-IN : from the time the breasts have developed. 
Gently yet firmly will whittle your _ . . - Important, because the weight of the 


waist. Tuck in tummy too. White i breast can stretch the skin and delicate 


connective tissue. This cannot be res- 
tored. I suggest First Impressions by 
Exquisite Form because it molds but 
does not accentuate.—FASHION Eb. 


breathable feathernap — adjustable 
supporters. Sizes 22-36, $2.95. 
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Just for the fun of it, be a blonde and see... a Lady Clairol blonde with shining, 
silken hair! You’ll love the life in it! The soft touch and tone of it! The lovely 






ladylike way it lights up your looks. With amazingly gentle new Instant Whip 









Lady Clairol, it’s so easy! It takes only minutes! L 
aay. ae i ae ady 
And Lady Clairol feels deliciously cool going on, leaves hair in wonderful Claj ¢ 
lairol ~ 


a 
La) 
condition—lovelier, livelier than ever. So if your hair is dull blonde or mousey 5 
° . at 
‘ 






. amass CREME 
brown, why hesitate? Hair responds to Lady Clairol like a man responds to HAIR vs 
: = : ; ran ‘ ul 
blondes—and darling, that’s a beautiful advantage! Try it and see! SHTENER 


ad 
a 
Your hairdresser will tell you a blonde’s best friend is 


Instant Whip* Lady Clairol’ Creme Hair Lightener 


SONDMONS as UGHTENS 


a ay ‘ 
tee ee 


VM. ©1960 Clairol incorporated, Stamford, Conn. Available also in Canada 





Regardez! 


Cowl by 


Itrolls on! The new 





Quelle red! Belle red! Flash of crimson brilliance... 
tempting and teasing...potent and pleasing! 


“Lio Quick. 





‘Lip Quide 


French decoration for your lips! 


It makes an arc de triomphe of your lips! Gives a bright French accent to important smoky fashion shades. You'll 
love ‘POM POM’, the deliciously well-rounded red! It sparkles with crimson gaiety, tops everything for flattery. 
Only ‘LIP QUICK’ shapes such brilliant excitement for lips. It rolls on! Outlines and colors perfectly. Replaces 
lipstick, lip liner and lip brush. Never loses its point! 16 shades. ‘LIP QUICK’, $1.50: refills, $1.25. plus tax. 








---.. the new fashion in lipstick by RICHARD HUDNUT 





Sta-Puf keeps towels fluffier...woolens 
softer... clothes smoother, fresher! | 


So soft to touch, so smooth and fresh! Sta-Puf® Rinse restores downy fluffi- 
ness to all matted-down fabrics. Woolen sweaters feel like cashmere, ordinary 
muslin sheets like luxurious percale. Towels fluff up almost half again as 
thick. And diapers and baby things dry soft as baby’s tender skin! Much 
flatwork dries wrinkle-free, requires little or no ironing. Be sure to try NEW MIRACLE 

Sta-Puf in your next wash. Available at grocer’s everywhere. RINSE 


SY Finish with Sta-Flo® Liquid Laundry Starch for crisper wash-to-wash freshness. 
A 











A. E. Staley Mfg. Co., Decatur, Illinois Automatic washer shown is.a Philco-Bendix AUTOMAGIC 

















Sara Llamiblont 


Chit Chat: Elvis decided he preferred 
to live in Memphis between pictures. “1 
like to work in Hollywood,” he told me, 
“but I like to be among ‘just folks’ in 
between.” All I can say is if El’s ever- 
present bodyguards from his home town, 
are “just plain folks,” then Memphis 
must be a city way off in outer space, 
man. Such characters, yet. . . . Sorry 
to report Troy Donahue is reaping a 
lot of hot gossip these days that has 
his friends and his family distressed. 
Too bad, as Troy has a lot of promise. 
... Tony Curtis bought an entire hotel 
in Palm Springs, and at the cost of a 
million and a half dollars is transform- 
ing it into a deluxe tennis club. And up 
in San Francisco, the Kingston Trio 
invested in a $350,000 office building. 
... Dolores Hart confided a secret I'm 
passing on to you. “I want to get mar- 
ried,” says this delectable star of “Some- 
thing for the Boys.” “I don't think a 
girl is ever happy until she’s married.” 








a Tame 


El won’t change, but I hope Bobby will. 








INSIDE 





Tony Eisley and I got Connie to confess to what’s really happening. 


Briefies: Fans are muttering over Bobby Darin’s Sinatra-like at- 
titude these days—waving away fans and generally “lording it over.” I 
hope it’s only a phase and talented Bobby will return from his “Come 
September” film in Rome, a much more thoughtful lad... . If Tony 
Franciosa stages any more physical assaults such as he launched on di- 
rector Chuck Walters, on the “Go Naked in the World” set, he may 
find everyone on his future movies toting a gun or at least wearing 
armor. What a temper! And that break between Tony and Shelley 
Winters looks final. At least the separation papers are signed. . . . 
Robert Conrad (“Hawaiian Eye”) seems shorter off TV than he ap- 


I dig that handsome Tony Eisley. What a charming, friendly lad he 
is, to be sure. And what a cutie is that other “Hawaiian Eye” member, 
Connie Stevens, who moaned, “All I do is work. I’m doing publicity 
promotion for my picture ‘Parrish,’ playing Cricket in my ‘Eye’ series 
and rehearsing for my night-club tour all at once.” “No dating?” I 
asked. “Well, maybe a little,” she grinned. . . . Your big favorite, Andy 
Williams, is booked solidly for a year ahead with movies, TV and 
night-club dates, interrupted by an overseas trek with Bob Hope dur- 
ing the Holidays. And I promise all you many Andy fans to report 
more about this Williams lad in the future. . . . Greeted Edd Byrnes 
on the Warner Bros. lot the other day and discovered “Kookie” has 
lost considerable weight. That long layoff did him very little good, 
really, and I doubt if Jim Garner’s rebellion will profit him much, 
either. But his “Maverick” brother, Jack Kelly, is very happy these 
days with a brand new house, a new car, gift of the studio, and a good 
performance in the movie “Fever in the Blood.” Just exactly what more 
could a man ask for???? But | will say that Jack desérves anything 
he does get. It’s good to see him smiling. (Please turn the page) 
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INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


Surprise! The night was dark and the two characters hidden 
in the bushes along the road leading to Susan Kohner’s 
house, looked mighty suspicious. As it turned out, the lads, 
wearing speaker sets connected with Susan’s house, were 
stationed there to report the approach of an unsuspecting 
George Hamilton. And what a surprise when the gang 
leaped out of the darkened living room to cry “Happy Birth- 
day.” It was George’s twenty-first, and Susan had asked in 
practically all of Hollywood to celebrate. Lovely Dolores 
Del Rio, Susan’s Godmother, was among the guests who 
enthused over the birthday cake, baked in the shape of 
George’s new Italian car, an Alfa Romeo. It was great fun. 


Caught offguard: John and Mickey . . . Stephen and Elana. 


Closeup: Unobserved, I watched as Yvette Mimieux 
bought shoes at Saks Beverly Hills to wear in the M-G-M 
movie “Something for the Boys.” Unlike many demanding 
young stars, Yvette seemed perfectly content with the shoes 
in this “less expensive” department of the shop, listening 
to every suggestion of the studio shopper who accompanied 
her. I noticed other busy customers had no idea the blond, 
rather plain little thing, so intent on her errand, would soon 
be recognized as one of Hollywood’s brightest stars, especially 
after “Something for the Boys” and her future film “The 
Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse” are released. I recalled 
a day I had spent with Yvette on a back lot of M-G-M studios 
while “The Time Machine” was being made and the fun we 
had together over our picnic lunch under the trees. “I want 
no part of Hollywood wolves,” she said there, and meant it. 
As to those recent marriage rumors, Yvette denies them. 
“I’m too busy for marriage,” she assures me. So, we go along 
with Hollywood’s future Bright Star and say no more about it. 

But we do wish her the best of luck on her acting career. 





Yvonne and Jim were in a hurry—and who can blame them? 


Cupidisms: Pert and talented Taina Elg was touring Texas 
and waiting for her best beau, Keith Larsen, to join her 
when news of Keith’s marriage to Vera Miles reached her. 
I’m told it rocked Taina off her dancing toes—it was that 
unexpected. . . . Gene Kelly and his living image, teenage 
daughter Kerry Kelly, stood side by side in a Nevada court- 
room when Gene wed Jeanne Coyne, his production assistant. 
Kerry and her father have been very close since Betsy and 
Gene Kelly were divorced several years ago. Yes, Kerry is 
very happy with Jeanne as a stepmother. . . . Singer Jimmy 
Boyd married Yvonne Craig the minute her movie “High 
Time” was in the bag and Robert Horton is expected to 
take the same step with Marilyn Bradley. I’m told Marilyn 
will be Horton’s third wife. Or is she the fourth??? It’s 
my congratulations to Lana Turner and businessman Fred 
May on their marriage. And if possible, Lana’s daughter 
Cheryl will take off for Europe with Lana and her 
new stepfather. Cheryl, who is a ward of the courts, 
must have their permission as Lana, unfortunately, has no 
say in the matter. . . . And, of course, Fabian is still so 
devoted to Kathy Kelly, the teenagers around town have 
the moping, drooping blues. Which shows the way the cookie 
crumbles this month, at least. . .. Two good-looking couples: 
Stephen Boyd with Elana Eden .. . and at the Harwyn, 
John Vivyan with Mickey Miller. . . . Joan Collins says 
she and Warren Beatty will wed before the first of next year. 


Esther said goodbye to Jeff, hello to a new romance... 



































Yves and Marilyn looked very cozy—till Simone arrived. 






Tidbits: I’m not too surprised over the Arlene Dahl- 
Fernando Lamas separation—their second parting and per- 
haps their last. Only recently, at a preview, I sat beside the 
handsome couple and before the picture began, listened 






while Arlene enthused over her newspaper beauty column 
and her new book on beauty which, she explained, went 
much deeper than cold cream. I noticed how indifferent 
Fernando seemed at the time, and after a brief “hello” in 
our direction, never contributed one word. Rumor linked 
Fernando’s name with Esther Williams after their recent 
TV spectacular and the two have been seen together at vari- 
ous parties. Esther said goodbye to her romance with Jeff 
Chandler so maybe Fernando is “the new beau” in her life. 
... Poor Yves Montand was so distressed over those Paris 
headlines linking his name with Marilyn Monroe! And it 
did seem to lunchers in the 20th Century-Fox dining room, 
during the shooting of “Let’s Make Love,” that Yves and 
* Marilyn were very cozy over their salads while both their 

mates were out of town. But the arrival of Simone Signoret, 

Yves’ wife, allayed all gossip and now all the handsome 

Frenchman has to worry over is his billing in “Sanctuary” 

with Lee Remick. And maybe a few more complications in 
. . The Rory Calhouns are 
“ elated over another expected heir—their third child, to be 


his marriage with Simone. . 


exact. Rory and wife, Lita Baron, always wanted a large 
family and they’re getting their wish. 







































.. «It all started when Fernando and Arlene parted—again. 








Young favorites : “I’m home, I’m home, come up, come up,” 
the familiar and happy voice of Sandra Dee floated over the 
telephone. So, in nothing flat, I found myself with Sandra 
and her young mother, Mary, all of us talking at once about 
our experiences in Rome. Sandra was blue, however, over 
returning again to Italy for the movie “Come September” 
with Rock Hudson, Gina Lollobrigida, and Bobby 
Darin. “I love the cast and the picture but I love my new 
home here and my friends and the studio. I’ve spent so many 
weeks in Rome making ‘Romanoff and Juliet’ I’d like to stay 
home a while,” she moaned and I understood her point of 
view. The house of Mary and Sandra, perched atop a Beverly 
Hills mesa, is a dream one with Sandra’s room all blue and 
white and the kitchen agleam with the latest gadgets that 
Sandy loves. That morning she had invaded a hardware shop 
for more gadgets and on the new whirling mixer whipped up 
all sorts of delectable vegetable aad fruit juices which Mary 
and I sampled. The lunch, with Sandy busy in the kitchen, 
was delicious and after a cozy, lazy afternoon around the 
pool, we decided Oriental food would be the very thing. 
A short time later, Trader Vic’s delivered delectable concoc- 
tions of Polynesian food that was, we all agreed, far from the 
menus of Rome. Sandy’s new contract with Universal Studio 
and the fact PHoToPLAY readers awarded her first place 
on our Popularity Poll, somewhat eased the homesickness of 
her leaving. So now I’m awaiting her return for more news 
and more mixed delights from Sandra Dee’s kitchen. What 
an adorable child she is!!!! Paul Anka has a way with his 
fans that’s a pleasant way, indeed. When they gathered too 
closely about a location set for his movie, “Look in Any 
Window,” Paul refused to have them ordered away. 






re 


[t’s not the first time, but Rory and Lita are thrilled. 


Cooperation: Up in Reno, Nevada, where Marilyn Mon- 
roe’s new picture, “The Misfits,” was shooting, Marilyn 
surprised everyone by keeping almost up to schedule. Whis- 
pers are that Clark Gable, one of my favorites, had let it 
be known to everyone involved, he brooks no nonsense, Clark, 
who always ends his day’s work promptly at 5 o’clock, did 
so regardless. So, if Marilyn showed up at four in the after- 
noon, that was her hard luck. King Gable left on the dot of 
five. And since this was an Arthur Miller-Marilyn Monroe 
production, Madame Miller did a lot more cooperating than 
she has ever done—until taken to the hospital with nervous 
exhaustion. (Please turn the page) 
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«+. that barrier that’s holding you back 
from using Tampax. Millions of girls 
just like you have crossed the threshold 
to freedom. Join them! 


Many, many nurses and women doctors 
use Tampax. Because the more a woman 
knows about herself, the more she 
knows how right Tampax is! Hundreds 
of thousands of teenagers use Tampax 
—and bless it every month for the free- 
dom it brings. It’s all in your mind! —if 
you think you can’t use it. 

The Tampax applicator gives the 
necessary firmness and smoothness to 
make insertion quick and easy. Tampax 
itself is made of pure surgical cotton 
that expands gently for full absorbency. 
Disposal is easy. And you can tuck a 
few extra Tampax in the bottom of 
your bag; they're paper-sealed to stay 
hygienically fresh. 

But, you say, why turn to Tampax? 
Only because it does away with three 
things xo girl wants: discomfort, odor, 
bulk. Why go on till your forties en- 
during these things 13 times a year? 

Get Tampax® internal sanitary protec- 
tion in any of 3 absorbencies (Regular, 
Super, Junior) wherever such products 
are sold. Package of 10 costs only 45¢. 


TAMPAX Princess. 








INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


Merle Oberon’s party really made news. 


| Mailbox Corner: Sharon Clay of Medi- 
| cine Hat, Canada, is another Stephen 


Boyd fan. I know Sharon will be glad 
to hear Stephen’s just as big a hit in Eu- 


_ rope, where he’s filming “Cleopatra.” 


Kathy Polimeno is a John Ericson fan. 
Can anyone tell me ‘if there is an Ericson 
Luker writes me good news of her 
favorite, Lee Tracy, who is playing on 
Broadway in “The Best Man,” in a 
co-starring role with Melvyn Douglas. 


Is it serious between Gardner and Maria? 


More Mailbox: We've become quite 
international this month with a letter 
from the Bahamas, one from Thailand, 
one from Jamaica, and one from Mrs. 
Abdul Khan of Karachi, Pakistan, who 
suggests our column rates an Oscar. 
Well! . . . Deborah Kerr writes a 
warm note from her home in Switzer- 
land. . . . From Vancouver, British Co- 
lumbia, Irish Hall inquires about a Dar- 
ren MecGavin fan club. Does anyone 
know of a McGavin club? . . . Very 
pretty Pruja Sonakul of McGill Uni- 
versity in Montreal writes a charming 
letter and all the way from Bangkok, 
A. Xuto of the Royal Thai Navy writes us 
about the visit of his King and Queen to 
our country. PHOTOPLAY certainly gets 
around. ... And if you want to join a 
John Vivyan fan club, write to Maia 
Jagds, Box 131, Mountain Iron, Minn. 
for info. . . . 15-year-old Linda Rein 
of 840 East 8th Street, Brooklyn 30, 
New York, adores Katharine Hep- 
burn and Margaret Barkenhagen of 
Baraboo, Wisconsin, is a Maximillian 


Schell fan. So’s Janet Clayton of Mo. 


Party of the Month: It was young 
people time in Hollywood when Merle 
Oberon gave a dinner party for her 
young house guests, Anne and Charlotte 
Ford, daughters of the Henry Fords. 
And you can imagine the surprise when 
Susan Kohner walked in with John 
Saxon. George Hamilton, 
Susan’s best beau, was working and 
Saxon was a willing substitute. Maria 
Cooper, as co-hostess, spent her free 
time talking with Gardner McKay, 
who came stag. Frankie Avalon, who 
brought along Bob Forte, Fabian’s 14- 
year-old brother, explained Fabe was ill 
with a sore throat. David and Ricky 
Nelson both eyed the lovely Ford sisters 
who beamed at the handsome brothers, 
a charming foursome. Even the chaper- 
ones, Ernie Kovacs and Edie Adams, 
the Gary Coopers, Tony Curtis and 
his Janet, had a wonderful time. 


Seems 
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One reason Jimmy was glad to get home. 


Bits and Pieces: With Eddie Fisher 
and Liz Taylor living quietly in an 
English hotel suite during her “Cleo- 
patra” chores, their one hope is that 
the English press will permit them and 
their children to live the quiet uncon- 
taminated lives they yearn to. I’m all 
for giving them their chance but I doubt 
if the English press will grant them 
that privilege. . . . Doris Day and her 
husband, Marty Melcher, are early 
Christmas shoppers, but guess what they 
plan to give each other? A TV station. 
each his own, preferably both of them 
in Northern California. Now, how in 
the world can you wrap up television 
stations in red ribbons and holly???? 
Two Englishmen who spent consider- 
able time in Hollywood, have returned 
home now—Stewart Granger and 
Michael Wilding, both recently di- 
vorced. And rumors are that Stewart 
will remarry his first wife. I wonder? 
...A letter from Jimmy Darren and 
Evy Norlund in London bemoans the 
fact his “Guns of the Navarone” goes 
on and on. “Wouldn’t it be awful,” they 
say, “if we’re here all fall and the Lon- 
don bobbies picked us up on Halloween 
on a ‘trick or treat’ charge?” On the 
serious side they’re elated over their 
new flat and the fact their expected heir 
will be born in Hollywood. They hope!!! 
Judy Garland and husband, Sid Luft, 
are comfortably ensconsed in their Lon- 
don home which will be their base of 
operation for some time to come. 


Cal York’s Jottings: Tommy Rettig, 
who only yesterday was concerned with 
Lassie, is now fussing over his new son. 
Tommy, a father at nineteen, and his 
wife, Darlene, a mother at sixteen, are 
Hollywood’s youngest married couple. 
. . . Gene Barry (“Bat Masterson”) 
denies any feud existed between him and 
Monique Van Vooren while the pair 
co-starred at the Riviera in Las Vegas. 
But those who know, say they fully ex- 
pected the two to shoot it out on Main 
Street any moment. . . . Pat Boone 
and the Lennon Sisters had a ball play- 
ing State Fairs together during the late 
summer. Pat is now settled in Holly- 
wood for a while and the Lennons have 
returned to their Lawrence Welk 
chores. . . . Jimmy and Gloria Stew- 
art and their four children trekked 
home from a grand tour of Europe, 
tired but happy. The Stewarts were wel- 
comed wherever they went . . . After 
Vic Damone’s trip, to see Pier Angeli 
in Europe, proved futile, there seems no 
hope at all, now, for a reconciliation. 





Fabe cheered up Vic—for a while at least 


The Debbie-Karl situation: “Yes, I 
think Debbie will marry Harry Karl, 
perhaps in the spring,” a mutual friend 
told me. “I think Debbie is a basically 
fine young woman far from the take- 
and-run type. And Debbie has accepted 
quite a few expensive gifts from Harry. 
He has been lavish with her parents in 
every way. I’m told he’s given Debbie 
money to buy clothes and gifts for her 
mother and her children. So, under the 
circumstances, I hardly think Debbie 
would say, ‘thanks and goodbye.’ Besides, 
I feel she admires and respects Harry 
who would make a very good husband 
and father.” (Please turn the page) 














lot. —-s- Frilattering Jamaica length 
smarter ~ 2 new concept in thigh 


control...gives you a sleek, 
unbroken line from waist to a whisper 
above the knee. Add a pre-shaped 
natural control back panel, a satin 
front panel and a seamless hip section 
and voila .. . a flawless silhouette! 
Comfortable? Supremely . . . because 
your SILF SKIN is knit from one contin- 
uous strand of elastic yarn, exclusive- 
ly designed to eliminate binding and 
irritation. #528 Jamaica length $895 
#258 Long torso, $10. White only. Rayon 
elastic, self-hem. Small, medium, large. 
Extra large slightly more. At finest gir- 
dle counters in the U.S.A. and Canada, 


Fibers; Rayon, Acetate, Nylon, Cotton, Rubber ° 
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PEGGY BANE, Junior, Aiken 
High School, Aiken, S. C., says: 
“I used to envy girls who never 
seemed to have skin trouble. Then 
one day, a girl with a really nice 
complexion confided that she had 
had pimples, too. She told me about 
Clearasil and now for the first time 
in months, my 
face is clear!” 


Pragy ane 
i i 


Scientific Clearasil Medication... 


GETS INSIDE 
PIMPLES 


to Clear Them Fast! 


You see only the top of a pimple. The real 
trouble is inside because a pimple is actually 
a clogged, inflamed pore. That is why Skin 
Specialists agree the vital medical action you 





need is the Clearasil action, which brings the | 


scientific medications down inside pimples, 


where antiseptic and drying actions are needed 


to clear them fast. 


HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST 
1. Gets Inside Pimples —‘Keratolytic’ action 
dissolves and opens affected pimple cap so 
clogged pore can clear quickly . . . and 
active medications can get inside. 
2. Stops Bacteria. 
penetrates to any lower infection, stops 
growth of bacteria. Encourages quick growth 
of healthy, smooth skin. 
3. Dries up Pimples Fast —Oil-absorbing ac- 
tion works to dry up pimples fast, remove 
excess oil that can clog pores, cause pimples, 
Helps prevent further outbreak. 


Skin-colored . . . hides pimples while it works. 
CLEARASIL also softens and loosens blackheads, 
so they ‘float’ out with normal washing. 


Antiseptic medication 


Proved by Skin Specialists. In tests on over 
300 patients, 9 out of 10 cases 
completely cleared up or definitely 
improved while using CLEARASIL. 
Guaranteed to work for you or 
money back. In Tube 69¢ and 98¢. 
Lotion squeeze-bottle only 

DD ist ? - 
$1.25 (no fed. tax). @ 

< 


At all drug OO 
counters. Good 


SPECIAL OFFER: For 2 weeks’ supply of cLeanasit send name, 
address and 15¢ to Dept. NT-11 (for tube) or Dept. ML-11 
(for lotion), cLzanasit, 122 E. 42 St., N.Y, 
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STUFF 


continued 


Paul to Dick, “What's the Twist?” 


A Party: At Kenny Miller’s party, 
Dick Clark was teaching everyone that 
new dance craze, “The Twist.” It’s great 
fun. You stand facing your partner. Both 
perform identically. Then you slowly 
twist your body on the toes of your left 
foot to the left, while your arms are ex- 
tended. Then bend lightly at the knees, 
straighten up again, and twist back on 
the toes of the right foot to the right. 
You just repeat this over and over to 
music. I love to do it but, brother, am 
I sore. | couldn’t move for days! 


“It doesn’t look too easy,” Paul said. 


SCOOP OF THE MONTH: 


everyone 


On or Off? Despite all that talk about 
their romance being over, Annette came 
to the Twist party with Paul Anka. Am 
I wrong, or are Paul’s feelings for An- 
nette much stronger than vice versa? 


x. Sich sta 


“Watch.” 





Dodie invented a “break.” 


“I go ’round,” she said. 








in Hollywood is doing 


4 r 
THE TWIST 
Guest List: Spotted Burt Reynolds, 
" - 


without a date, arriving with Jim Fran- 
ciscus and his wife. And Jimmie 
Rodgers and Colleen even brought the 
baby. “She never cries,” Jimmy boasted. 


Mark teased Annette on her movement! 


What Happened: The food was just 
great, so everybody just forgot their diets 
and dug in. “Besides, if we gain any 
weight,” Dodie Stevens laughed, “we 
can lose it again by doing The Twist.”... 
Sherry Jackson looked downright 
scary when she arrived, straight from the 
set, with her hair in giant rollers and 
huge sunglasses hiding her face. Later, 
though, with hair combed and wearing 
a sleek red swimsuit, she reminded Mark 
Damon of a junior Susan Hayward. 

Marianna Gaba got tossed in the 
pool. An old twist, eh? 
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Dodie was bubbling; Paul wasn’t sure. 












is eat as te | 


“Then you keep twisting.” 
“It works,” she‘ laughed. 








ashbrile 


brings you the art of 


eye makeup 


a different you for every fashion look! 





torn 


EXOTIC EYES.-.--need a thin brush stroke of 
Lashbrite, non-smear Liquid Eyeliner blended up 
ward, Try Black, Brown, also Iridescent colors of 
Turquoise, Green, Violet, Blue, Gold, Silver. 49¢* 





VELVETY LASHES ...a flick of Lashbrite’s 
Swirl-on Mascara does it. Waterproof, too. Carry 
it everywhere in its elegant brushed gold case. 
In Jet Black, Blue or Velvet Brown. 


79¢° 





alll 
BEWITCHING EYES...created with 
Lashbrite’s Shadow Tones in three fancy-free 


hues plus Silver and Gold for dramatic effects 
.--all in one palette. 59¢* 


Golden-Cased Eye Shadow stick in five fabu- 
lous Iridescent colors. 59¢* 








SLeshbrite glamour in eye makeup 


..at prices that make your budget sing! 
In all Variety, Drug and Chain Stores 


*plus tax Prices slightly higher in Canada 





THEON CO., NEW YORK THEON LTD., MONTREAL 
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© Tru-Gilo...the liquid make-g 
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Tru-Glo—the gossatner fake-up—smooths on flawlessly, adds a truly glowing translucence to 
your complexion, yet covers so completely that even minor imperfections are hidden. Try Tru-Glo 


in the complexion-flattering shade best for you; there are 10 to choose from. Only 39¢ and 59¢ 
PLUS TAZ. 


AVAILABLE AT LEADING VARIETY AND DRUG STORES EVERYWHERE e¢ HOUSE OF WESTMORE, NEW YORK e¢ MONTREAL 








Is Debbie 
planning to 

call off 
her wedding 
NOW 7 





fter all, she never did say she’d 
marry Harry Karl—people 
drew their own conclusions . . . she 
wore his gifts, they looked at houses 
together, and he spent more time 
with her children than Eddie ever 
had. But Harry’s final divorce is 
nearing—only four weeks from now 
—and yet no wedding date has been 
set. Why? Did it have anything to 
do with Glenn Ford, who’ll be free 
himself three short weeks later? So 


instead of “When?” people were 
asking “Who?” And “Was Harry 


a cover-up for the real romance?” 


Please turn the page 





“Glenn, Will You 


Marry Debbie?” 


(Continued on page 85) 











‘ 
elvis This time they weren’t going 
9 


through the back way. 

The big, black Lincoln Con- 

what are tinental rolled up to 
the front entrance of 

The Cloister, the famous nitery 


Oil on Hollywood’s Sunset Strip. 
Three young men stepped 


searect f ? out of the limousine, 
() e and then Elvis. He was 

healthily tanned, hand- 
somely dressed and, at the sight of him, a horde of girl 
fans set up a happy squealing. In less than half a sec- 
ond, they had him and the car completely surrounded 
as they clamored for autographs, a look, a smile. And, 
at first, no one noticed the girl sitting in the back seat. 
Her auburn hair was neatly done in a French twist with 
two deep waves falling softly around her pixyish face. 
Elvis, who had been pushed many feet away from the 
car, tried desperately to reach his date and escort her 
into the club. It was nearly ten minutes before Juliet 
Prowse could emerge from the car. In the sudden si- 

by CLAUDINE 


lence that fell on the entire street audience, every whis- MONTEL 
per became a loud comment. (Continued on page 81) 
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Cups Falk his and and, suddenly, it was ——- Bob 


Stack was in love ‘wi Hosemary Bowe. It was nic 
i <: a 


6? 
in love. But no matter how bright tee Tore 








od 
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ye 


he’d brin ve ‘oses. They'd have dinner by prntiatighe 
| : 
But pretty soon they began to get bored...or began to 


argue. Bob was worried, even though Rosemary told him: 


7” 
J GAIN 
































Bobby Rydell stared closely down at her. Joanie Sommers didn’t 
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Pio I: 
WRONG 
TO FEEL 
THE 


why, but suddenly she felt flustered. 





"WS IT 
WRONG 
TO FEEL 
THE WAY 


WE DO?” 


continued 


umbling and giggling, they 

rolled on the ground, a tan- 

gle of arms and legs. For a 
minute they lay there, Bobby’s arm 
around her waist, his head resting 
on her shoulder as he tried to catch 
his breath. 

“He’s so crazy,” she thought, 
“and such fun.” 

Almost as though he’d heard, 
Bobby lifted his head and stared 
closely at her. She didn’t know why, 
but she felt her face flush and a 
funny lightness in her head when he 


tightened his arm and, suddenly 


feeling shy, she twisted to one side, 
sat up and pretended to pin back 
her hair that had fallen loose when 
she fell to the ground. It was her 
fault, really, that she fell. 

“Race you to the clearing,” 
Bobby had said with a mischievous 
grin as they reached the top of the 
hill, and they were off. 

She noticed he held back a little 
to give her a head start but, even 
then, he got there first. It was lucky 
he did, too, because just as she 
reached him she slipped on a broken 
twig and when Bobby tried to catch 
her they both fell. 

As she sat there, in the middle 
of Griffith Park, she was glad she 
had come. She wasn’t sure when 
Bobby called yesterday. She really 
didn’t know him (Please turn page) 











that well. Some mutual friends had introduced them. 
But he began to joke on the phone and so she gave in. 
They had first met at the park a month ago and 
Bobby had had her within minutes floating on air 
. . well, almost. . . . They were sitting near the 
trampolines—which were the big thing in California 
—and when she admitted 

she’d never been on one, 

‘IS IT Bobby insisted, right then 


and there, on teaching her 


WRONG how to jump on one of them. 
Before she knew it she 
TO FEEL 


was standing several feet 


THE WAY above the ground, ankle- 


deep in canvas, having her 

WE DO?” first lesson. It was real tricky 

: but she was good at sports 

continued and caught on pretty fast. 

“Gee, Joanie, you were 

great,” Bobby said as he lifted her down. “How 
about a soda?” 

“Well, maybe some coffee,” she said thinking 

about the diet she had started just that morning. 

Her mother said she (Continued on page 71) 
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Riek- 
why 


dare 
death ? 


A round moon and a 

skyful of stars hung like a 
jeweled canopy over the Los 
Angeles Memorial Coliseum. 
A huge crowd had cheered 
the first part of the All-Stars 
charity football game. Now, 
between halves, lights 
flooded one end of the 
stadium and picked out a 
contraption of bars and ropes. 
The announcer boomed, 
“Ladies and Gentlemen, the 
Flying Viennas, Del and Babs 
Graham, and the Nelson 
brothers, David and Rick, 
will perform their thrilling 


aerial act for your pleasure . . . 


(Continued on page 87) 
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This picture was taken at 10:20 p.m. at Rick and Dave Nelson's aerial show at the Los Angeles Coliseum. 











what really happened at Nancy Sinatra’s 


Tommy phoned and, almost without asking 
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how Nancy was, excitedly screamed into the re- 
ceiver, “I’m gonna be a free man! Let’s have a 
blast. Get the gang together!” For a moment 
Nancy was stunned. She thought they’d spend 
the two days just by themselves, having fun on 
their own. But why shouldn’t all of Tommy’s ' 
closest friends, who were just as concerned about , a , : im, 
him as she was, get a chance to say “Hi.” She 
almost dreaded last minute parties, but she 
reminded herself that, somehow, they usually 
turned out just right... 
Besides, Tommy was coming home. The weeks 
of letter writing, waiting by the phone for a 
call, the worrying about trying to prepare for 
their future without Tommy’s help, would soon 
be over. Tommy was coming home—only for 
a couple of days—but he was still coming home! 3 : , Sees 
She yelled up to her mother, “Tommy’s com- : ° 


ing home!” 


Then she got on the (Please turn the page) 


by RONA BARRETT 


“Meet you on the lawn,” Tommy’d said. They wanted a minute alone before the party. But just then they heard the doorbell. 


Tina Sinatra, trailing behind Tommy and her sister, looked a little lost. 


“Find a rare one for me,” Frankie Avalon 
told Dwayne Hickman. Everyone stared 
when Dwayne walked in with Dot Provine. 





Frank Sinatra, Jr. said hi, then got things going on his bongos. 


Sindy Nit Fay 


continued 


phone and started dialing numbers. She began with Eddie 
Goldstone because he’d been their Cupid, he brought 
them together . . . then she called Fabian . . . and Frankie 
Avalon . .. and Dwayne Hickman. . . and on down the 
list of Tommy’s friends. To each she said, “Tommy’s 
coming home for the weekend. We’d love you to stop 
by for a Coke and a hamburger.” At first she was going 
to make it a Saturday night party, but playing it safe, she 


invited everyone “come to a (Continued on page 84) 


“Nobody’s looking,” Tommy whispered. “Can I kiss you now?” 


oe 





“Get the ball in the cup—watch,” Dwayne said. 


te 





When the crowd found out what Dwayne and 





“Did you make a wish when you cut it?” 
Tommy teased. “Like a wedding cake?” 


During the dancing, Nancy, Sr. cleaned up a bit. 


Ft 


Dorothy were saying to each other, they couldn’t believeit! “Great party,” Tommy said. “But .. . now’s the greatest.” 
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BE CAREFUL ,WARNS 
MARLENE DIETRICH- 


ARE YOU 


REALLY 
KEEPING 


YOUR 


VIAN 


HAPPY? 


The murmur of voices in the lobby of the Lancaster Hotel, in Paris, 


stopped abruptly as Marlene Dietrich walked in. An American tourist, 
just signing the register, nudged his wife and the dapper hotel 
manager, with years of catering to the world’s most elegant people, 
emitted a deep, heartfelt “Ahhhhh.” Dressed in a stunning, haze- 


colored mink coat, a matching mink cloche hat pulled (Continued on page 69) 








“My idea of living is to make a man happy.” 


oe 


The booing began just 
sporadically as the 
woman in a pink, em- 
broidered cotton 
dress walked out of the 
shadows that had dark- 
ened the aisle into the 
glaring lights that beat 
down on the canvas 
ring and the seats 
around ringside. She 
was alone. As she 
passed each new row of 
seats on her way to the 
first row, the people 


in those seats added 


their voices to the 


growing crescendo of 
hisses and jeers. She'd 
known thered be a 
terrific mob at the Polo 
Grounds for the big 
fight, and that the 


noise there would be 


OVeCr- (Continued on page 82) 


by JIM HOFFMAN 
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when a guy suggests 


warning © going off on 


his boat alone 


ock telephoned her early 
in the week—to give her 
plenty of time. “I’ve just fin- 
ished “Day of the Gun,’ ” he’d 
explained, “and I’ve a three- 
week vacation before I start 
working on the next one.” 
“What is it?” she’d asked. 
“Come September,’ ” he’d 
said, and she’d said, “No, I 
mean the name of the picture.” 
And she heard him laugh, 
his deep rich laugh. “That is 
the name of the picture.” And 
then he asked, “How would you 
like to go sailing with me?” 
She knew it was a compli- acted out by 
ment. Rock was a fiend for sail- Rock Hudson and Linda Cristal 


ing, and she was told he was 
good at it. She’d never seen his 
boat. He called her Khairuzan. 
It was 40 feet long. She sighed, 
“Ah, it sounds heavenly.” Was 
there anything more romantic 
than sailing! She was thrilled. 

He promised to pick her up 
at seven. She forgot to ask, be- 
fore hanging up, about food, so 
she packed four sandwiches 
anyway. That was her first mis- 
take. For a woman’s guide to 
the real side of sailing—and 


sailors—please turn the page. 








when a guy suggests 


xoing off on his boat alone 


continued 


Accept it: 


the crew’s always hungry. 


ee 
rk 
: 
; 





As a woman, the main thing you should know 
about a boat is that you can never compete with 
her. It is a man’s first love. As he whispers to her; 
admires her lines; praises her dependability; 
don’t ever let him know you are jealous of her, 
for he will hold it against you for life. Remember, 


too, on his boat, he is the master! And he’ll appre- 


Can’t he at least take 


time out for lunch? 


ciate your not calling his galley a kitchen, even if 
you do spend most of your time down there. When 
feeding a crew, a good rule of thumb is: for each 
man, a minimum eight sandwiches. As for time to 
be alone, just you two on the deck, sunning and 
laughing and relaxing together—count on him 


to'ask, “What for?” (For more, turn the page) 





Don’t count on it: some time alone together. 























when a guy suggests 


gxoing off on his boat alone continued 


When he’s racing, stay out of sight. And if by chance, at this 
time, you're hit by the boom and thrown overboard, be a good 
sport. Swim home. Should he look at you with pride in his eyes 
and say, “I’ve a good catch,” don’t misunderstand. He’s talking 
about his ketch. So, in concluding, girls, if a fellow invites you on 
his boat, go—but it can only mean: he’s short a crew member! 


(P.S. Rock just wants to say, in defense of a man and his boat, he’ll go along with 
ninety-nine and one-half percent of the above; but the other half is slight exaggeration.) 


When bored, try sleep. 


When he admires “her” form, don’t show you're jealous. 


A movie, maybe? Gee, 
did she mind. He was dead tired. 





why boys whistle at girls 


PAT BOONE BOBBY DARIN 


“She looks pretty, “She shouldn’t come 
but her clothes in her father’s shirt 


don’t flirt.” ...0 beatniks!” 


PAUL ANKA FRANKIE AVALON 


“Look natural... “1 like clothes that 
it’s okay to try show off that she’s 


out new styles but...” really a girl.” 











how do YOU register with the boys? 


He couldn’t help but notice when she 
came into the room. She was dressed 
in a sweatshirt—he had to smile be- 
cause it looked as if it might have been 
her father’s. Her skirt was nice but 
unpressed, and somehow, she seemed 
thrown together. It wasn’t that he didn’t 
like casual clothes—bulky sweaters, 
big scarfs—but a girl should look like 
a girl—-soft, neat. He decided not to 


go over and speak to her (even though 


she was pretty). She was too sloppy. 


He heard a few of the fellows 
give a wolf call so he turned. That’s 
when he saw her. She was dressed in a 
black dress that sort of hugged all 
around—at least that’s the way it 
looked as she stood poised with her 
hand on her hip. Maybe it was the 
heavy makeup or the bareness of her 
dress or her high heels, but something 
made him uneasy and he knew: She’s 
not my type. She’s a phony. She’s 
trying too hard to be sophisticated. 





continued 


For some reason, he couldn’t take his 
eyes off her when he saw her on the 
dance floor. She was dressed in white 
organdy with a bouquet of flowers inher 
hair, and when she moved, she seemed 
to glitter—like a birthday cake. En- 
tranced, he watched her coyly finger 
the colored beads around her neck. 
He didn’t know why, but even though 
she was pretty, he never asked her to 
dance. He guessed she kind of embar- 


rassed him. She was too overdressed. 





He thought, to himself, when he 
saw her: There’s the type of girl a 
guy would notice only if he tripped 
over her. She was dressed in a bulky 
tweed dress that didn’t have much 
shape but seemed as if she’s planned 
on growing into it. Just looking at her, 
he felt she’d be wearing the same prim 
style the rest of her life. He liked girls 
shy, but he passed her by. He could 
tell she’d never try anything new. She 
wouldn’t be fun. She was just too timid. 


Carol Lynley (at right), who played all the “types,” says: 
When he doesn’t whistle, it’s time for action . . . turn the page 








looks that topped the boys poll 


If your taste is classic, Pat 
suggests: fake fur skirt 
(long or short) leopard 


top; fur collar on sweater. 


If your taste is feminine, 
Paul suggests: organdy 


apron, fur-trimmed; gaily 


striped dress; fur helmet. 


continued 


If your taste is dressy, 
Bobby suggests: fur (fake 
or real) coat; peek-a-boo 
veil; velvet sheath; beads. 


If your taste is casual, 
Frankie suggests: plaid 
culottes; big velvet top; 


bulky sweater; long scarf. 


- Formore onhow to improve 
‘ your taste and more about 
these fashions, see page 74 
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“About growing up, 
it’s the dizzrest, but,’’ 


confided Brenda Lee, 


O6s0vs 


SCARE ME 


MOST 


OF ALL Og 


Brenda Lee sat silently as she listened to her mother and to 
Dub Albritten—he was her manager—discuss her. Dub was 
saying, “She’s a regular tomboy. Just now when I was driving 
her home from the recording session, she leaned out the car 
window and hollered to a girlfriend halfway down the block. 
She’s really got to learn to be just a little more feminine.” 

Brenda’s mother spoke quietly, as if she’d been living with 


the problem so long she couldn’t get very (Continued on page 88) 





Stewart Granger signaled 
the waiter to bring him 


another cup of coffee. He 


was in no hurry. He really 
had no place to go after 
dinner. He couldn’t help 
wishing he were home now 
. . . back on the ranch he 
loved in Nogales, Arizona. 
He felt awkward and con- 
spicuous, dining alone. There 
were couples at the other 
tables in the restaurant. It 
seemed to emphasize his 
loneliness, and he didn’t like 
the feeling. But perhaps he 
had better get used to it. 
The waiter brought the 
coffee and, as he poured it, 
Stewart thought: After al- 
most ten years, his marriage 
to Jean Simmons was over. 
And his home was for sale. 
Yet, he thought, if he were 
there now, after dinner he 
could walk through the cot- 
tonwoods to the lazily-wind- 
ing Santa Cruz river. Or he 
could climb in the jeep and 
take a look at the new calf that had 
been born. But that was all in the past. 
He no longer had a home. The dream 
had ended—but not the memories. 
He still loved Jean and she knew that. 
But she had told him she would be hap- 
pier free and so he hadn’t contested the 
divorce; hadn’t even fought against the 
provision that gave her custody of their 
little three-year-old daughter, Tracy. 
He was worried about Tracy. What 


would the divorce do to her? 
And the three weeks a year 
that the court said she could 
be with him, where would 
they spend that time? Tracy 
had been raised on the ranch; 
she had a pony and was 
learning to ride. Everything 
on the ranch had been named 
for her, for the ranch, both 
he and Jean agreed, was 
their future together. 

A shadow fell across the 
table and, looking up, he saw 
a reporter he had known for 
many years. “May I join 
you?” the man asked and he 
nodded yes, almost grateful 
for someone he could talk to. 

“Is it true?” the reporter 
asked. “Are you really sell- 
ing the ranch in Arizona?” 

“Now that Jean and Tracy 
are no longer there,” he ex- 
plained sadly, “I couldn’t 
live in the place. It would be 
just too depressing for me.” 

The reporter seemed to 
understand. “Any plans?” he 

asked. “Where will you live now?” 

Stewart shrugged. Then he told the 
reporter that, after the ranch was sold, 
he’d probably go to Europe to make a 
series of pictures there. He added, “I’ll 
miss my home in Arizona.” 

Home was Rolling Hills, 10,000 acres 
of ranch land that started just east of 
Nogales and stretched to the Mexican 
border. There was a six-bedroom main 
house . . . a (Continued on page 77) 
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IS YOUR MAN 
HAPPY ? 
Continued from page 44 


down at a rakish angle over the shining 
blond hair, Marlene swept past them, the 
click of her high, narrow heels hushed in 
the deep pile of carpeting, and entered 
the adjoining reception room where a 
group of reporters were waiting to talk to 
her. She sank into an armchair, crossed 
those famous legs, smiled and said simply, 
“Bon jour.” 

The reporters had chosen a leader for 
the conference and now, blushing furiously 
and evidently terribly ill at ease, he 
walked over to her and bowed deeply. It 
was as though her very presence com- 
manded such attention, and no empress 
ever appeared more royal than she as 
she gave him her hand to be kissed. 

In just a few minutes, those usually 
cynical reporters had been converted into 
ardent slaves, tripping over each other to 
fetch cigarettes for her, light them, and 
bring her tea. 

The alluring mystery that is Marlene 
Dietrich had fascinated them as it does 
most men who meet her. 

Recently, on the eve of her fifty-fifth 
birthday, an item in the gossip columns 
of a New York newspaper read: “Two men 
have actually threatened to kill themselves 
unless Marlene Dietrich decides which 
one she really loves.” 

When she was told about this, Marlene 
laughed, tossed back her blond hair, and 
said, in her low, husky romantic voice, 
“How can I decide? They are both so 
charming. And, of course, you understand, 
they are both just very good friends.” 

Love has always been a dominant force 
in Marlene’s life and she thinks it should 
be in every woman’s. “If I didn’t have 
to earn my living,” she has often said, “I’d 
have more time to live. And my idea of 
living is to make a man happy. It’s a task 
that leaves little time for leisure.” 

And when asked what makes a suc- 
cessful, lasting love, she said, “Give of 
yourself unconditionally and completely. 
There is no compromise in love.” 


The men in her life 


Jean Pierre Aumont, an old friend who 
has known Marlene since 1942, says she is 
a devoted friend, especially in time of 
sickness or need, and this is an essential 
part of her charm. “Marlene will drop 
everything to keep a sick friend company,” 
he says. “She runs herself ragged, doing 
errands, consulting doctors, finding the 
best medicines. 

“When she was in Paris, I happened to 
mention that I had a slight cold. I arrived 
at my dressing room at the Madeleine 
Theater that same night to find a tremen- 
dous package on my table. It contained 
every medicine imaginable to combat a 
cold!” 

Another amazing and favorite story of 
those who know Marlene is one that goes 
back to the days in Hollywood when 
Jean Gabin was the man in her life. One 
night, very late, Marlene received a phone 
call from him. “Marlene,” Gabin pleaded 
with a frantic note in his voice, “please 
come over immediately. I must see you.” 

She dashed to his apartment, as any 
woman in love would have done. Gabin 
greeted her effusively. “Marlene,” he cried, 
“I woke up and had a terrific urge for 
some of your French fried potatoes. Would 
you please cook me some?” Without a 
word, Marlene donned an apron, went to 

and, in a few minutes, the 





iagnificent aroma of Gabin’s favorite dish 


was circulating in the room. He sighed, 
the sigh of a contented man.. 

“Her own physical stamina is amazing, 
too,” a friend remarked after visiting her 
in Paris. “During her entire engagement 
in Paris, she never had a day off.” 

She rarely ever slept more than four 
hours. “How can one sleep in Paris?” she 
asked. Her routine seldom varied. She 
was awake at noon and breakfasted on 
eggs, toast and cheese—she has always had 
a passion for French cheeses. Since she 
is always on the hunt for new songs, she 
devoted her spare time to listening to rec- 
ords sent her by French composers. 

Although she didn’t have to be on stage 
for the early evening show until eight, 
she was usually at the theater at 6:30. In 
a tiny, almost bare dressing room, she put 
on her own makeup and, very often as 
not, pressed her dress herself. Bruno 
Coquatrix, the showman, had asked her 
if she had wanted her dressing room re- 
decorated. She replied, “I need only a 
chair, washbowl and mirror.” And when 
she was almost barred from her dressing 
room the first day of rehearsals—because 
Paul Anka, her predecessor at the Etoile 
Theater, had left for a weekend in the 
country with the key in his pocket—she 
took it without a harsh word. 

After her first show, she either grabbed 
a snack in her dressing room—large ham 
sandwiches and tea—or else she went to 
a restaurant across the street. At eleven 
o'clock, she was back on the stage for 
the last evening show. 

As a performer, she was a perfectionist. 
“People pay to see and hear me,” she 
says, “so they have the right to expect 
the maximum I can give.” One evening, 
when a photographer, standing just below 
the stage, kept disturbing her act by con- 
tinually taking pictures, she stopped sing- 
ing to say icily, “Would you please stop 
taking photographs while I’m on stage. 
It disturbs the audience as well as me.” 

And when he refused, she slowly and 
gracefully, without a hurried movement, 
walked down the steps of the stage, took 
him by the shoulders and gently pushed 
him up the aisle, up the stage steps, and 
out by a side stage exit. He was so aston- 
ished that he didn’t even try to resist. 
And that was the last anyone saw of him. 

Marlene then continued her act with 
just a few words of apology. 

Her love of perfection as a performer 
is carried right down to the smallest detail 
in her clothes. Ginette Spanier, directrix 
of the Balmain fashion house, says, “She 
once made us do a seam over six times 
because she didn’t like it. While we were 
fitting her, she stood straight as a rod for 
hours, incredibly beautiful, watching and 
verifying everything down to the last 
detail.” 

And Bruno Coquatrix, though he has 
presented some of the world’s biggest stars 
on his Paris stage, was in such awe of her 
when he booked her for a recent singing 
engagement that he spent the day before 
her arrival in Paris conferring with her 
old friend, Edith Piaf, for hints on how 
to handle her. After her engagement, he 
closed down the Etoile for three weeks, 
in an unprecedented move, confiding to 
friends, “I adore that woman, but after 
this I need a rest.” 

After her late night shows in Paris, she 
was usually free to taste the pleasures of 
the city she has always loved. Accom- 
panied either by Maurice Chevalier, Orson 
Welles, Noel Coward, Jean Sablon or 
any of her other faithful admirers, she 
would go on a tour of her favorite Paris 
night clubs, where she danced, and 
laughed, and quite unconsciously put all 
the other women in a shadow. 

The first rays of dawn usually coin- 
cided with pangs of hunger, so Marlene 


would often end the evening at a restau- 
rant in “Les Halles,” the picturesque 
wholesale food market. Then she would 
go back to her hotel anywhere between 
seven and eight in the morning, with a 
hearty, cheerful word for the night porter 
and not even a suspicion of a yawn on 
her lovely face. 

How does she do it? 

“I love every minute of life,’ she says. 
“And I live with my times. How can you 
grow old if you keep pace with today and 
never look back to yesterday?” 

One of the qualities which friends ad- 
mire is her essential simplicity—so unlike 
the Marlene of the legend. Many stories 
have been told about her housewifely 
gifts. A favorite one is often repeated by 
Jean Pierre Aumont. 

One night last year in New York, he 
and his wife, Marisa Pavan, and actor 
Daniel Gelin ran into Marlene at a play 
and invited her to come with them to 
Sardi’s for dinner. 

“But why go to a restaurant?” asked 
Marlene. “Let’s go to my apartment, and 
I'll cook you something.” 

“We hardly saw Marlene for the rest 
of the evening,” Aumont recalls. “She sat 
us down with drinks and then disappeared 
into the kitchen. The only glimpse we 
had of her all that night was when she 
brought us platters of delicacies. I remem- 
ber she prepared a Boeuf Strogonoff, and 
what a Boeuf Strogonoff that was!” He 
looked nostalgic as he spoke. 

The floor maid of Paris’ Hotel Lan- 
caster still hasn’t recovered from the sight 
that greeted her one morning when she 
went in to clean Marlene’s apartment. 
There was the glamorous star running 
the vacuum cleaner over the rug. “It was 
a little dusty,” Marlene commented smil- 
ing as she continued her chore. 

“None of this is a pose,” explains Au- 
mont. “She runs her home impeccably, 
and she really enjoys doing housework. 
The Marlene that her friends know and 
love is a devoted mother and grandmother, 
whose whole life is centered around her 
family and her home. She bears little 
resemblance to the public’s conception of 
her. Yet, even armed with a dust mop, 
Marlene remains the essence of glamor.” 


The Dietrich legend 


Such earthly qualities as domesticity, 
warmth and generosity are difficult to 
reconcile with the Dietrich legend as the 
unapproachable and ageless symbol of sex 
and seductive charm, who has haunted 
two generations of men. 

Asked how she perpetuates this legend, 
Marlene replied, “I live by the law of 
supply and demand. I give them what they 
want.” The public doesn’t want to see 
Marlene dressed in an apron, cooking 
savory dishes at her kitchen stove. They 
want glamor, so glamor is what they get. 
They get it in the form of a svelte, ageless 
Dietrich appearing on stage, molded in 
her sequined sheath, carelessly kicking 
back her full-length coat of white fox, and 
whispering songs in French, German and 
English. 

“T have never taken what they call the 
‘Dietrich Legend’ seriously,” she confesses 
frankly. “I used to joke about it with my 
friends; those who really know me. But 
I am aware that it is useful to me, as 
well as others. So why should I destroy 
it? Too many people have gambled too 
much of themselves and their fortunes on 
this legend.” 

Yet, it is still miraculous how this 
legend has lasted and how Marlene has 
lasted as a star far longer than almost 
anyone in Hollywood. Giving her own 
explanation, Marlene attributes it to 


“discipline, duty and work.” 
“IT was disciplined from the time I was 
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a very little child,” Marlene remembers. 
Born in Berlin at the turn of the cen- 
tury and named Maria Magdalene von 
Losch, she was the daughter of an en- 
gineering officer in the German Army. “My 
mother implanted in me, at a very early 
age, the importance of self-control and the 
mastery of my thoughts and actions. I have 
never forgotten those lessons,” she says 
thoughtfully. “They have guided my en- 
tire life.” 

She probably would have led an ordinary 
middle-class life if her father hadn’t been 
killed on the Russian front in 1917. Obliged 
to earn her own living, after finishing her 
convent studies, she began violin lessons. 
A weak wrist discouraged her from pursu- 
ing a planned concert career, so she turned 
to thoughts of the stage, enrolling in Max 
Reinhardt’s School of Drama in her native 
Berlin. “If things don’t go as I had 
planned,” she explains, “I never let myself 
be dominated by a contrariness. I disci- 
pline myself to the new situation and re- 
tain complete control of it. Friends often 
marvel at my apparent lack of problems. 
I do have problems. It is just that I have 
learned to master them and not inflict 
them on others. 

“I was motivated less by a burning de- 
sire to be a film actress than a need for 
pocket money,” Marlene confesses of the 
days she frequented the local studios in 
the hope of picking up a small role. She 
didn’t get much work but she did meet 
the man who was to become her husband 
and the father of her only child. A few 
months after their meeting, Marlene and 
a young assistant director, Rudolf Sieber, 
were married. 


The husband nobody ever sees 


The one trait Marlene has always ad- 
mired in men is intelligence. “I don’t care 
how old a man is as long as he is intel- 
ligent.” And perhaps this is what’s made 
their marriage last so long. They have 
never been divorced and are the best of 
friends although they now live apart. But, 
whenever she can, Marlene will go to 
visit him on the chicken farm in Cali- 
fornia where, because of poor health, he 
lives almost all year round. 

As a young bride, Marlene was swept 
into show business. She would have pre- 
ferred to stay at home and, later, to take 
care of her new-born daughter, but she 
and her husband needed money. So she 
accepted a tiny role offered her by Alex- 
ander Korda, which led to engagements as 
a singer in Berlin theaters and night clubs. 

It was when she was singing in a Berlin 
music hall that Josef von Sternberg, the 
director, first saw her and was so fascinated 
by her deep voice and the strange mixture 
of provocative coquetry and innocent 
purity of her face and gestures that he 
asked to meet her. 

“I am making a movie of the Heinrich 
Mann novel, ‘Professor Unrat,’” he told 
her. “There is a small part in it that I 
think you’d be ideal for.” 

“Professor Unrat” became the famous 
film, “The Blue Angel,” and the small 
part grew into the pivot role of a picture 
that caught the imagination of the world. 

“From then on,” as Marlene says today, 
“I was motivated by circumstances more 
than choice. Josef begged me to go to 
Hollywood, so I went.” 

In Hollywood, where Josef von Stern- 
berg carefully nursed the Dietrich legend 
of the eternal Eve, the dangerous irre- 
sistible vamp who broke men’s hearts 
at will, the real Marlene Dietrich became 
lonely in her big Hollywood mansion and 
longed for her child, Maria, whom she had 
left with her mother in Berlin. 

The child was six when she finally sent 
for her. Then, to the great despair of her 
press agent, Marlene showed herself off 
to the world as a mother. 






Today, some friends say that Maria, pro- 
tected at home by guards and nurses, 
longed for more personal attention from 
a mother she rarely saw. But then Marlene 
was, again, pushed by circumstances into 
a life of receptions, parties, a parade of 
her sumptuous jewels and clothes, and a 
constant exploitation of the Dietrich myth. 
And as Maria grew older, the adoration she 
had had for this beautiful, glamorous 
creature, who had the world at her feet, 
was marred by a feeling of inferiority. Her 
mother, she felt, was more beautiful, more 
desirable than she could ever be. To 
stifle an unconscious resentment, Maria 
stuffed herself with chocolates and grew 
fatter and fatter. 


The end of a conflict 


As time passed, Maria took drama les- 
sons, trying to make a career, under a 
different name, on the radio and on Broad- 
way, but she was obsessed with the shadow 
of her mother’s glory. She felt she could 
never emerge from this shadow. 

In 1941, Marlene, to whom her family 
is more important than anything in her 
life, seriously contemplated abandoning 
her career to concentrate her life com- 
pletely on her daughter. But, then, in the 
classes of the Max Reinhardt Academy, 
where Maria was working as a teacher, 
the girl met a young scenic designer, 
William Riva. They were married a few 
months later. Maria’s marriage to Riva is 
a happy one and has ended once and for 
all, any silent conflict between daughter 
and mother. 

Marlene now has three grandchildren 
who are a very important part of her life. 
If one of them isn’t feeling well, a phone 
call from her daughter, in the middle of the 
night, will rout her out of bed in an instant. 
When she is away, she phones them every 
night. 


What might have been 


Marlene wears the title of “Grandma 
Dietrich” as proudly as the red ribbon of 
her Legion of Honor. She would never 
dream of trying to push her grandchil- 
dren’s existence into the background or 
attempt to conceal her age. That would 
be foolishly trying to turn the clock back. 
Marlene has never looked backward, and 
she has no respect for women who talk 
about “what might have been.” She calls 
this emotional cowardice. 

“Most people spend their time regretting 
the past and blaming others for their 
failures, instead of admitting their own 
responsibilities,” she says. “It’s all a mat- 
ter of principles. If you have a basic 
philosophy and discipline yourself to follow 
it all your life, you can have no regrets.” 
That holds just as true for love, too, she 
feels. 

“There is no such thing as an unsolv- 
able love problem,” she insists. “Look into 
your heart. Ask yourself, ‘Am I really 
making my man happy?’ Then analyze 
your own emotions. Are they the same as 
when you first met and everything going 
as you had dreamed? If not, then perhaps 
it is you who have changed and not your 
man, as you think. As we get a little older, 
many of us tend to live in the past, over- 
looking the problems of today. This is 
wrong. To be happy you must always live 
for the present and give—give of yourself 
to every new situation. And have you 
ever wondered if the boredom you may 
sometimes suffer may not be something 
that is within yourself instead of the fault 
of others? 

“And remember,” she says, her eyes 
narrowing in emphasis or perhaps in warn- 
ing, “the only true lasting success in love 
is when you give of yourself uncondition- 
ally and completely.” Tue Enp 
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IS IT WRONG? 


Continued from page 36 


didn’t have to lose weight but she was 
always going on crash diets anyway. 

As they walked toward the ice cream 
shop, they passed four girls who stopped 
when they saw Bobby and then came run- 
ning after him. 

“Please . . . can we have your auto- 
graph?” the tallest asked. 

“Sure,” Bobby said with a big grin, and 
immediately all four surrounded him. 

“Here, you better use this,” Joanie 
offered, holding out her pocketbook for 
him to lean on. 

Afterward, when they were sitting in a 
booth in the ice cream shop, Joanie looked 
down at her pocketbook. “Look!” she 
laughed and held up her bag. “Those girls 
weren't the only ones who got your auto- 
graph.” 

On the flat surface where Bobby had 
leaned, you could read: “All the best, 
Bobby Rydell.” 

“Gee, maybe I should preserve it in 
bronze,” she said pretending to be serious, 
and then started to giggle, “.. . and dedi- 
cate it to The Man Who Bounced Me off 
My Feet.” 

She didn’t realize she was smiling, now, 
as she remembered until she felt a piece 
of grass tickle her right cheek and heard 
Bobby say: “Penny for your thoughts?” 

“They’re secret,” she smiled and looked 
over to where he lay, stretched out full- 
length on the hill. “He looks longer than 
five feet nine,” she thought to herself. She 
knew exactly how tall he was. That was 
one of the first things she asked about a 
boy because, even though she was only 
five feet three-one- -half, she liked to be 
able to wear heels on a date and still have 
the boy taller. 

“You know, I’m supposed to be home 
working on a new arrangement today,” 
Bobby said, “but this is much more fun.” 

“Me, too,” Joanie said guiltily. “T feel as 
though I'm playing hookey,” and they 
laughed together. 

Bobby took a deep sniff of the air and 
cradled his head in his hands. “Look at 
those clouds,” he pointed. “Sheep-in-the- 
meadow.” 

“Do you call them that, too?” Joanie 
asked, her voice squeaking a little in ex- 
citement. “My aunt—the one I used to 
spend summers with—did, but I've never 
heard anyone else call them that.” 

“My grandmother used to,” Bobby said 
leaning up on his elbow, and they sat, 
grinning at each other as though they’d 
just discovered something terrific. 

“Where'd she live?” Joanie asked. 

“Actually we all lived together in our 
house in Philadelphia but my grandpar- 
ents had a cottage at Wildwood_that’s 
down on the Jersey shore. And ever since 
I can remember, we went there summers.” 
He rolled over on his stomach and started 
chewing a blade of grass. “We had great 
times. Frankie Avalon used to stay with 
us a lot. Do you know him?” 

— ve gone out with him a couple of 
times,” Joanie answered, “but I didn’t 
know you grew up together.” 

Bobby nodded. “There used to be a say- 
ing around home that you could stand at 
the corner of Thirteenth and Ritner Streets 


—that’s right near where I lived in South | 


Philadelphia—and hit Mario Lanza’s house 
and Eddie Fisher’s house with the same 
stone, but now they need a lot more stones. 
Jimmy Darren lived right back of me, 
Frankie lived three blocks away and 
Fabian only one. Frankie, Fabe and I went 
to the same boys’ club.” 

“Did you all want to be singers then?” 
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becoming 
attractions 








A. For the man in the house (but apt 
to become the family favorite), “Spray 
Deodorant,” scented with “Aphrodisia” 
or “Woodhue.” New from Fabergé, $2.75* 


B. Light as dew-drops, fine as silk, 
a new liquid makeup designed to add 
radiance to a complexion as well as 
color. “Translucid” by Jaquet, $6.00* 


C. Newly introduced by Parfums Ca- 
ron, Eau de Toilette in “Tabac Blond,” a 
smoky-amber fragrance for golden days 
or evenings. Two ounce bottle, $5.00* 


D. Putting lips on the gold standard, 
a new lipstick by Charles of the Ritz 
with built-in dazzle: “Gold Dust Cor- 
al,” a warm and glowing red. $2.00* 


E. For luxury bathing, new “Nectaroma 
Bath Perfume” steeps your tub in fra- 
grance, smooths and softens skin, lin- 
p gers hours after. By Tuvaché, $4.00* 


*plus tax 











Joanie asked him, a little curiously. 

“Did we!” Bobby laughed. “I think we 
were born that way. Frankie and I were 
playing at weddings when I was twelve 
and we got our real break the summer I 
was fifteen. We were in Atlantic City and 
went to hear a band, ‘Rocko and His Saints’ 
they were called, rehearsing. When we got 
there we found out two guys were sick 
so we filled in for them. Somebody forgot 
to ask us how old we were and we got 
their jobs. I played drums and Frankie 
played trombone. In between, we did a 
kind of song-and-dance routine that we’d 
worked out ourselves. It was kind of 
funny,” he said, flopping down again on the 
grass beside her, “later, after Fran'<ie and 
I began making personal appearances, fans 
used to write both of us warning us that 
the other was stealing our dance steps... 
but it was that same step. We just didn’t 
know any other.” 

He smiled sheepishly. “I guess there’s 
some ham in me,” he admitted. “I always 
loved to be on stage.” 

“Not me,” Joanie burst out so violently 
that Bobby was startled. She was usually 
so soft-spoken. “I hated it,” she said. “I 
used to sing with my high-school band and 
every time I had to get up there I'd just 
die. I’d be so scared, I'd be stiff as a board 
and when I heard them playing my in- 
troduction, and I’d think: ‘What if I get 
out there and I can’t sing anything?’ Crazy, 
huh?” she laughed. 


He hadn’t seemed shy 


“You like it now, don’t you?” he asked 
and she nodded yes, adding: “Maybe, 
someday, I might even like to try acting— 
but not right away.” 

“Boy, that’s what I’d like to do,” Bobby 
said, his eyes bright with excitement, “.. . 
make a picture. I'd give anything to be 
a well-rounded performer like Sammy 
Davis, Jr. He’s great at everything . 
singing, dancing, movies, night clubs, im- 
personations. ... 

“Can you do impersonations?” Joanie 
asked. 

He answered by sticking his chin way 
out, curling his lips and saying: “Okay, 
you guys, line up over there,” gesturing 
with his head. 

“Edward G. Robinson?” she asked hesi- 
tantly. 

“No,” he answered dropping his chin 
back down. 

“Oh, I know, I know, Cagney .. 
Cagney,” she shouted. 

“Right,” he said with a pleased smile. 

“Honest—I didn’t know you could do 
that, too,” she said. 

“Oh,” he said in an off-hand manner, 
“it’s nothing really. I’ve been doing them 
since I was nine.” Then, more seriously, 
“The first amateur contest I ever entered 
I did impersonations and sang. Every- 
body laughed when I came out on the 
stage because they couldn’t get the mike 
down low enough for me. But I learned 
something very important that day. I used 
to be awfully shy as a kid—I guess I 
haven’t gotten over it completely, yet,” he 
admitted and Joanie thought, somewhat 
surprised, that he hadn’t seemed at all shy 
with her today. 

“But I used to be afraid to even talk to 
people sometimes,” he went on, “until that 
day when I heard all those people cheer- 
ing and shouting for me. I felt as though 
I was someone else . . . not just skinny 
little Bobby Ridarelli.” He paused, then 
quickly asked: “Did you ever hear me 
doing Bobby Rydell’s interpretation of 
Bobby Rydell playing the drums?” And 
he began to beat out a frantic solo on an 
imaginary drum. 

When Joanie giggled, he said: “I can 
see you don’t appreciate it, but I can tell 


. James 





you it went over big in Wildwood, New 
Jersey.” 

There was a big open area under the 
porch of his grandmother’s house where 
he and Frankie Avalon used to put on 
two-man shows for the kids—every after- 
noon at 3 o’clock—impersonations, drum 
and trombone solos, and songs... all for 
a nickel that they never could collect. 
They used to play in their bathing suits 
so they could run right back down to the 
beach to swim or play baseball, and then 
his mom would have to come down and 
drag them home for dinner. 

“We never wanted to take time out to 
eat ...no wonder we’ve both never been 
able to gain any weight,” Bobby said. 
Then, with a_ self-conscious laugh, he 
apologized shyly: “Gee, Joanie, I don’t go 
on like this all the time. I don’t think I’ve 
ever talked this much about myself to 
anyone.” 

She felt flattered, as though he’d paid 
her a compliment, but she just said fliply: 
“Oh, I enjoyed it.” 

“Tll give you the next two hours,” he 
said, leaning on his elbow. “What about 
you?” 

“Oh,” she said, playing with the collar 
of her jacket, “there’s nothing much to 
tell.” She felt her mind go blank the way 
it did whenever someone said: “And what 
have you been doing lately?” She could 
never think of anything terribly interest- 
ing to say. 

“Where’d you live when you were 
little?” he asked. 

“Buffalo,” she answered, thinking, he’s 
so nice and friendly he probably does want 
to know about me. “And then we moved to 
California ... to Venice ... when I was in 
high school and I lived there with my 
parents.” 


“Which do you like better,” Bobby 
asked, “Buffalo or California?” 
“Oh, both,” she said. “I go back to 


Buffalo to visit a lot, but if we hadn’t 
moved here I probably would never have 
become a singer. I’d always loved to sing, 
but it was just for fun. Id never taken 
lessons or anything . . . in fact, I still 
haven’t. I guess I kind of want to see how 
far I can go on my own. And so I would 
never have had the nerve to try to sing 
professionally if it hadn’t been for Tommy 
Oliver.” 
“The band leader?” Bobby asked. 


How it started 


She nodded. Tommy Oliver played at 
their farewell dance when she was gradu- 
ating from Venice High and toward the 
end of the night, a couple of the students 
started fooling around with the band, play- 
ing drums and singing. Then someone 
called her over to join in and after a 
couple of minutes she realized everybody 
else had stopped singing and she was doing 
a solo with the band. Somehow, she man- 
aged to finish the song, and then Tommy 
asked her to sing some others, and after- 
ward he said he’d get in touch with her. 
She thought he was just trying to be nice 
but that fall, after she’d started classes at 
Santa Monica College, he called and asked 
how she’d like to sing with his band. 

“And that’s how it started,” she smiled 
and shrugged her shoulders. “I kept on at 
College and sang with Tommy weekends 
and then, one day, he took me down to 
Warner Brothers Records and they signed 
me up that very day. I nearly flipped. In 
fact,” she laughed, “sometimes I still have 
to pinch myself to believe it’s all true. 

“When I was a little girl, I used to dream 
about being a beautiful and famous singer 
and I always pictured m.,’self ‘standing up 
on a stage in a white organdy evening dress 
with a big wide skirt. But even then, I 
didn’t dare admit it to anyone. Except 
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once,” she corrected herself. “That was 
when I heard there was going to be an 
amateur singing contest at one of the movie 
houses in Buffalo and I persuaded my 
mother to let me enter—and I won!” She 
wrinkled up he forehead and said: “Isn’t 
that funny? I can’t remember what I won 

. . a plate, or something.” 

“Did you ever think about whether or 
not you’d want to keep on singing when 
you get married?” Bobby asked. 

“I don’t know what I’d do,” she said 
thoughtfully. “That’s why I don’t want to 
get married for a long time.” 

“Me, neither,” Bobby agreed and they 
both sat thinking. “But I sort of know 
what kind of girl I want to marry,” Bobby 
said. “Someone who’ll feel the same way 
about things as I do and who will under- 
stand me,” and then he grinned. “And of 
course she'll have to be smart, pretty, 
have a good sense of humor, like kids and 
be able to match my grandmother’s Italian 
cooking.” 

“That’s all?” Joanie laughed. “All I want 
is for him to be tall, have dark hair— 
although that’s not really important—be a 
good conversationalist. ...” With an em- 
barrassed laugh, she tilted her head and 
looked at him. “Oh, this is silly. It’s only a 
dream.” 

“What’s wrong with dreaming?” Bobby 
asked. “I have two favorites. I can never 
really decide between wanting to be 
Leonard Bernstein conducting a full sym- 
phony orchestra—with everyone in white 
tie and tails, of course—at Carnegie Hall, 
or having a jazzy red Thunderbird.” 

“You know what I wish?” Joanie asked. 
“T’d like an unlimited charge account at one 
of the biggest stores in every city in the 
country—I never seem to have enough 
money for clothes—and lots and lots of 
pots and pans. But not the ordinary kind,” 
she said, sitting up straight on her knees 
and leaning forward excitedly. “I want the 
kind with copper bottoms—for our new 
apartment. 

“You know,” she said, shaking her head 
seriously, “it takes a lot of furniture to fill 
up even a one-bedroom apartment. I don’t 
even have a record player. When I want to 
hear my own records, I have to borrow one 
from a neighbor. That’s next on the list 

. after the pots. They’re most important 
because I love to cook,” and, with a groan, 
added: “As you can see, I love to eat, too, 
but I think the real fun of cooking is to 
experiment—you know, Mexican, Chinese, 
Italian foods—but you need lots of pots to 
do that,” she said wistfully. 

“How are you on meatballs and spa- 
ghetti?” Bobby asked, leaning toward her. 

“Oh, just great,” she answered and added 
with a mischievous grin, “but not as good 
as your grandmother, I’m sure.” 

He laughed and then quietly motioned 
to her to look toward the edge of the 
woods where a small squirrel was busily 
rubbing his face. They watched until he 
scampered off behind the trees. 

“There were lots of squirrels and wild 
rabbits on my aunt’s farm,” Joanie said 
in a soft voice, “and there was a hill, too— 
a little like this one—that was my wishing 
hill. I used to go there whenever I wanted 
something real bad, like a new bike or 
roller skates or a new dress for a party. 
And when I was really unhappy or de- 
pressed,” she added in a voice so low he 
had to bend his head to hear, “I’d go there 
at night after it was dark and no one was 
around and sing until my lungs gave out. 
Singing always made me feel better—it 
still does.” 

“But ... but why,” Bobby asked, stumb- 
ling a little, “why should you ever feel that 
way? You're so pretty,” he said shyly, “and 
you’re doing what you want to do. I should 
think you’d have everything you want.” 

She sat, chewing on the tip of her thumb- 
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looks that topped the boys’ poll 


continued from page 58 


CHECK LIST OF BASIC RULES FOR DRESSING TO PLEASE A MAN 


Determine your style of dressing: feminine, classic, casual, sophisticated. 
And remember, who ever said you couldn’t change once in a while for fun! 


You feel “better” 
Besides, 


you're engaged in, 


The Casual Dresser: 
in casual things, you 
for the type of activity 
casual clothes are more appropriate. Your 


know it. 


problem is you get rutted, you never want 
to try anything new. (Try splurging one 
dressy dress and see how you feel; it’s 
marvelous for the morale, particularly 
around this time of year.) Remember, too, 
that being casual doesn’t mean “falling 

” 
apart, sneakers; 


run-down unpressed 


slacks or skirts; untidy hairdo; too-big 
shirts or sweaters. Casual means “hap- 
pened by chance,” and the secret is it 
look like that! When 
speak of being casually dressed. we mean, 
naturally. And as Carol said. “One of the 


hardest things to do is to be yourself.” 


takes time to we 


Frankie Avalon suggests (on page 58) 
Velveteen pullover and plaid culottes by 
Jules Isles for Mr. Mort 
Mohair 64” scarf by Vera 
Wool sweater by Jernat 











The Dressy Dresser: You go to work; 
your favorite date is dinner for two; you 
plan a vacation far away from home; you 


dress other 


for church on Sunday. In 
words, you like to dress up. Your big mis- 
take might be in confusing dressing-up 
with being sophisticated (something most 
As Carol 
says, “The black dress I’m modeling is 
really a good basic black one. but I've 


overdone it with my heavy makeup—and 


American men run away from). 


believe it or not, by not using accessories.” 
Most dressy dressers realize the long dan- 
gling earrings and the spiked heels are 
out of vogue, but do you realize that if 
you added some bold gold beads or a big 
rhinestone pin to the black dress Carol is 
wearing, you'd get a dramatic and be- 
witching effect. Good, exciting and in- 
dividual accessories can subtly change a 
dress—provided, too, that it starts out a 
good fit. More than any other type, the 
dressy dresser must be impeccable in her 
grooming, dress and her 


her manner. 


Bobby Darin suggests (on page 58) 
White “unborn” calf fingertip coat by 
Fredrica 
Gold veiling “Hedlid” by John Frederics 
Gold beads by Richilieu 
Black velvet “easy flow” dress with gold 
embrodered insert by Anne Fogarty 














The Feminine Dresser: Your greatest 
mistake is overdoing it, as Carol shows on 
page 57. (You can see Carol in “The Day 
of the Gun” for U-I.) You tend to wear too 
much jewelry and too many flowers and 
too many colors. You usually choose a 
dress that has enough ornament or a wide 
enough skirt or a flamboyant enough pat- 
tern that you don’t need more accent, but 
you do because you think it’s feminine. But 
being feminine means. as Paul said it 
most aptly, “A girl should look like a girl.” 
Men like to see a waist; like a dress to 
show off a nice figure; like a girl to smell 
nice and look neat. But they don’t want 
the dress to be dominant. They want it 
to show off the girl! Carol says: “Remem- 
ber, when you're in any doubt, take it off.” 


Paul Anka suggests (on page 58) 
Organdy apron with mink tail trim by 
Leitman Furs 
Pixie Dalmatian “Charmer” by John 
Frederics 
DuPont’s Antron multistriped bouffant 











dress by Jr. Theme 


The Classic Dresser: You hate going to 
parties; you don’t mind if people don’t 
notice you; you rarely talk in a crowd; 
milk 


shopping. 


you collect 


glass and, when you 


£0 home 
with the same type of dress. You can’t 
help it but you feel shy. And as Pat Boone 


said, “Clothes tell a lot about a girl's 


you usually come 


character.” Your clothes—more than with 
any other type of dresser—tell about you. 
Sometimes you use them to hide in. You 
don’t pay attention to fit; you always wear 
a dress with round collar; big pockets, too, 
to hide your hands. Your clothes are your 
retreat. Notice Carol’s manner. “I’m lost 
in this dress; I have no figure; I’m fading 
into the wallpaper, a real wallflower.” 
Did you ever think about this? Classic 
clothes don’t have to mean timid. They 
mean basic. But remember, improvise a 
bit. Wear a bright scarf; add a red rose; 
investigate accessories; try a new mood. 


Pat Boone suggests (on page 58) 
Long sleeve wool and mohair cardigan 
by Pendleton oe 
Mink ascot by Fredrica 
Synthetic plaid fur “at home” dress by 
Lee Evans for Mr. Mort 
Leopard print Popover by Vera 














nail and then, without intending to, she 
found herself telling him something she’d 
never admitted to anyone. “Oh, I... I 
embarrass me all the time,” she blurted 
out, then stopped, and blinked quickly, 
before the words started spilling out, the 
way they always did whenever she was 
nervous. 


“| want people to like me’”’ 


“I guess I just don’t have enough con- 
fidence in myself, or something, because 
I’m always worried about how I look or if 
the person I’m with is having a good time 
or whether I'll have trouble talking to 
someone I don’t know very well. And 
sometimes I worry that maybe I hurt 
people’s feelings—I don’t mean to but there 


| are some things, like gossiping or putting 





on a big act, that I just don’t like and I 
can’t pretend I do. I want people to like 
me, but I want them to like me for what 
I am.” 

She stopped talking, embarrassed over 
her outburst, and looked down as Bobby 
reached and gently took her hand. In- 
stinctively, she started to pull it back, but 
Bobby didn’t seem to notice and he started 
to talk. 

“I know what you mean,” he said. “I 
used to feel that way lots of times, too,” 
he said, and realizing he had understood 
what she had been trying to say, she 
relaxed and let her hand rest in his. 

“Il remember once, especially, I had a 


| crush on a girl. She was the smartest and 


most popular girl in my class and it took 
me a whole semester to get up enough 
courage to ask her out. I never expected 
her to say yes and I almost wished she 
hadn’t, because I was so nervous, I 
couldn’t think of a thing to say the whole 
night. I even stumbled saying goodnight 
when I took her home. I remember going 
home and sitting down behind my drums. 
It was after 12:30 so I couldn’t really play, 
but I sat there for about an hour, beating 
out a rhythm with my fingers and the 
brush, pretending I was doing a solo on a 
big stage before a packed audience. Of 
course, the girl was there, applauding like 
crazy.” 

They didn’t look at each other, just sat 
staring out across the clearing. She felt so 
close to him, she wished she could let him 
know how she felt. “Boys always act so 
sure ... so confident,” she said. “If only 
you'd let us know .. .” 

Bobby turned and looked directly at her. 
“Maybe it’s because we can’t talk this way 


| to many girls,” he said finally. “They're 


not all understanding . . . not like you,” he 


| added and, reaching over, touched her 





cheek gently. 

She didn’t know if she just imagined that 
he started to lean toward her but in some 
strange way she knew that he felt the 
same closeness she did and she also knew 
that it was time for them to go. 

Hesitating to break the mood and not 
wanting to offend Bobby, she touched his 
hand briefly with the tips of her fingers 
and said: “Today was a very special kind 
of day, Bobby. Ill always remember it.” 
And, then, trying to lighten their mood, 
she added: “But how could I forget? I 
have your autograph here on my pocket- 
book to remind me.” 

She started to get up and Bobby leaned 
forward and quickly kissed her on the tip 
of her nose. “Will you go out with me 
again?” he asked. 

“I'd like to,” she answered, and smiled 
as she realized that he had understood. 
Impulsively, she slipped her hand into his 
and they started to slowly walk back 
through the park. —G. Divas 


Bobby sings on the Cameo label. Listen to 
Joanie sing on the Warner Bros. label. 
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For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the months 
indicated. For full reviews this month, see 
page 8. (A—ADULT F—FAMILY) 


ALL THE FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS— 
M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor: The sincere 
efforts of Bob Wagner, Natalie Wood, George 
Hamilton, Susan Kohner hold your interest in 
a confused story of Southerners who take their 
sex problems to New York. (A) October 


ALL THE YOUNG MEN—Columbia: Earnest 
but often familiar drama of youth at war. In 
Korea, Sidney Poitier leads a cut-off Marine 
platoon that includes vet Alan Ladd and 
greener James Darren, Glenn Corbett, Ingemar 
Johansson. (F) September 


APARTMENT, THE—U.A., Panavision: Half 
funny, half serious, this nervy film takes a 
sharp look at the low goings-on in Jack Lem- 
mon’s apartment. Jack’s fine work is almost 
matched by Shirley MacLaine’s, as his be- 
loved; Fred MacMurray’s, as his boss. (A) 

August 


BELLS ARE RINGING—M-G-M; Cinema- 
Scope, Metrocolor: Too-faithful recording of 
Judy Holliday’s bright Broadway musical, with 
Dean Martin a welcome addition as her favorite 
customer. She’s a phone-answering-service gal 
who worries about the clients. (F) August 


CHARTROOSE CABOOSE—U-I; Panavision, 
Eastman Color: Rambling carload of homespun 
fun. Old railroader Edgar Buchanan helps 
elopers Molly Bee, Ben Cooper. (F) September 


CROWDED SKY, THE—Warners, Techni- 
color: Efrem Zimbalist, Jr., pilots a Navy jet 
fated to crash with Dana Andrews’ transport, 
which carries the usual quota of emotional pas- 
sengers. Overplotted but tense. (A) October 


ELMER GANTRY—U.A.: Memorable charac- 
ters fill a warm-blooded, courageous movie, 
with Burt Lancaster and Jean Simmons as re- 
vivalists. Are they phony or honest? Newspaper- 
man Arthur Kennedy wonders. (A) October 


FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER, THE— 
A.I.; CinemaScope, Color: Truly terrifying, 
imaginative version of Poe’s classic, with Mark 
Damon as guest in a doomed mansion where 
his sweetheart (Myrna Fahey) and her brother 
(Vincent Price) await death. (A) September 


HELL TO ETERNITY—A.A.: A surprise hit 
tells a true and touching story of World War 
II. As a white boy raised by a Japanese-Ameri- 
can family, Jeffrey Hunter faces a sad dilemma, 
finds a great mission. (A) October 


I’M ALL RIGHT, JACK—Lion International: 
The British turn labor-management relations 
into a laugh-loaded shambles. As a shop stew- 
ard, Peter Sellers creates a deadpan master: 
piece. Ian Carmichael’s a bumbler whose hon- 
esty starts a riot. (A) July 


IT STARTED IN NAPLES—Paramount; Vis- 


- taVision, Technicolor: A tough, lovable kid 


named Marietto steals this sentimental frolic 
from Clark Gable, as his American uncle, and 
Sophia Loren, as the aunt who’s raised the 
orphan—improperly, Clark says. (A) 

September 


POLLYANNA—BuenaVista, Technicolor: Won- 
derful Hayley Mills, thirteen, highlights the 
happy surprise of the year. She’s the orphan 
who gives a 1912 small town a good shaking-up. 
A strong adult cast, topped by Jane Wyman and 
Richard Egan, supports Hayley. (F) August 


PORTRAIT IN BLACK—U.I, Eastman Color: 
This entertaining suspense thriller is really 
dressed to kill, in its handsome San Francisco 
settings. Sandra Dee and John Saxon are en- 
dangered young lovers; Lana Turner and 
Anthony Quinn, murderous older pair. (A) 

September 


PSYCHO—Paramount, VistaVision: It’s gory, 
gruesome but all in fun, thanks to director 
Hitchcock, who sends Janet Leigh, John Gavin 
and Vera Miles to a very peculiar motel run 
by Tony Perkins. (A) September 


RAT RACE, THE—Paramount; VistaVision, 
Technicolor: With Debbie Reynolds and Tony 
Curtis co-starred, it’s easy to get all upset over 
the struggle to make good in wicked New York, 
though Debbie’s essentially dishonest role cre- 
ates a problem for her. (A) August 


REST IS SILENCE, THE—Films Around the 
World; German dialogue, titles in English: 
Hardy Kruger is excellent in a modern version 
of the “Hamlet” story, which fits neatly into 
Nazi-era and postwar Germany. (A) October 


SAVAGE EYE THE—Trans-Lux: A truly un- 
usual movie, intensely personal, frighteningly 
real, takes you inside the mind of a lost di- 
vorcee. Barbara Baxley, lacking love, sees only 
ugliness in Los Angeles. (A) July 


SONG WITHOUT END—Columbia; Cinema- 
Scope, Eastman Color: Dirk Bogarde’s roman- 
tic good looks suit the role of composer-pianist 
Franz Liszt, whose life is seen as a piano con- 
cert and costume pageant, with stormy personal 
drama on the side. (A) September 


SONS AND LOVERS—20th, CinemaScope: 
Sensitive study of growing-up, done with taste 
and vigor. Dean Stockwell is fine as an English 
miner’s son; Wendy Hiller, Trevor Howard are 
even better as parents. (A) October 


STORY OF RUTH, THE—20th, CinemaScope, 
De Luxe Color: Lavish free-hand translation 
of the Old Testament story finds warmth in the 
country romance of rich farmer Stuart Whit- 
man and foreigner Elana Eden, with Peggy 
Wood as her mother-in-law. (F) August 


STRANGERS WHEN WE MEET—Columbia; 
CinemaScope, Eastman Color: Juicy as a bit of 
suburban gossip, an illicit-love story teams 
Kirk Douglas and Kim Novak. Acting honors 
go to Barbara Rush, as Kirk’s wife; Ernie 
Kovacs, as his screwball client. (A) August 


13 GHOSTS—Columbia: Silly chiller, okay for 
kids like young hero Charles Herbert, who en- 
joys living in a haunted house. Big sister Jo 
Morrow screams properly. (F) October 


TIME MACHINE, THE—M-G-M: Piot.eer 
science-fiction by H. G. Wells has a nice at- 
mosphere of 1900. That is Rod Taylor’s take-off 
point for his time trip through this war-ravaged 
century to the far future—nglier yet, except 


for Yvette Mimieux. (F) September 
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YOU CAN STAY 
IN LOVE 


Continued from page 31 


They were married on January 24th, 
1956. 

He thought of that day one morning as 
he leaned out the car window to kiss 
Rosemary goodbye .. . and he felt guilty. 

He searched her pretty face, tilted to- 
ward him, and looked for a long minute 
into her wide blue eyes. He saw so little 
of her these days. It worried him. Would 
he wake up one morning to find they’d 
become strangers? 

He was glad they’d managed to have 
breakfast together, today, even if now he 
had to take off fast or he’d be late on the 
set. “It’s all your fault,” he’d teased her 
once. “If you hadn’t married me, I’d prob- 
ably have gone on being the guy who 
always almost made it.” He was serious, 
too, when he gave her a lot of credit for 
the success he’d made playing lawman 
Eliot Ness in “The Untouchables.” Still, it 
meant long hours away from her. She 
never said anything, but he knew it was 
hard on her. 

“What about dinner, Dear,” she asked 
now, hopefully. “Will you be home?” 

“No, Honey,” he shook his head. “The 
way things look, Ill be working until one, 
maybe two in the morning.” 

Rosemary leaned inside to continue the 
conversation. 

“Okay,” she said, making her voice 
cheerful. “Then I'll bring dinner out to 
you.” 

“That’s some idea,” he laughed. But, 
then, something about the way her chin 
was set made him stop. “Hey, you’re not 
serious, are you?” he asked. She nodded 
her head. “You're a honey,” he said, rum- 
pling her hair. “But forget it. Don’t bother. 
You put up with enough for my show.” 

He moved off, waving goodbye, but 
Rosemary had the last word anyway. 

“Don’t be silly,” she called after him. 
“I'd love to.” 

He didn’t hear her. The car engine had 
drowned out her words and he was al- 
ready nosing his car toward the studio, 
and grinning to himself as he pictured her 
showing up in the middle of the night like 
Little Red Riding Hood with her basket 
of food, on the blustery backlot in Culver 
City where they shot the night scenes. 

It was just like her to think up a fan- 
tastic scheme like that, he thought. Not 
once has she griped about being lonely 
in the years that he’d been driving him- 
self sixteen, seventeen hours a day on 
this series. She’d patiently backed him 
every inch of the way. The hours were 
murder; they shot all day at the studios, 
took a supper break and drove out to 
Culver to do the night scenes in Nature’s 
own dark. And he had forty, fifty pages of 
dialogue to learn a week. But Rosemary 
gave a guy privacy to study; she took re- 
sponsibility for the children and house on 
her own slim shoulders. And if he hadn’t 
said no, just now, she’d come toting food 
to him tonight. She was that kind of a 
wife. And he wished he could see her more 
than just once in a while. 


Out of the darkness 


That night, Bob felt lonely and desolate. 
And the chill settling over the lot didn’t 
lift his spirits any. When you work out- 
side in the middle of the night for four, 
five hours it gets cold—you actually wear 
long underwear or freeze. 

Then, suddenly, out of the frigid dark- 


ness around the lot, an odd little figure 
emerged in an outlandish costume—a ski 
jacket on top, and riding pants on bottom. 
Bob stared as the figure came closer. Then 
he saw it was Rosemary. She was lugging 
not one Little Red Riding Hood basket, 
but two hefty hampers. He took them 
from her and asked, “What the dickens 
have you got in here—food for twenty 
people?” 

“You'll see,” she said brightly, and 
kissed him on the cheek. He couldn’t help 
noticing that, for all the scrambled get- 
up, she looked cute. 

They went into Bob’s dressing room. 
She opened a folding table and covered 
it with a checkered tablecloth. Then, 
while Bob watched somewhat dumb- 
founded, she set out plastic cups and 
dishes, turned off the electric bulbs and 
lit a pair of candles in two little holders 
they’d bought for picnics. 

“Talk about enchanted evenings!” Bob 
smiles, remembering it. “She even brought 
me a little martini to have before dinner. 
She cooked the artichokes and did the 
whole thing. I thought, ‘Gee, maybe the 
others will think it’s too pretentious.’ 
Then I decided, ‘The heck with what peo- 
ple think. Why shouldn’t we have a good 
time out of a dinner break that’s usually 
pretty ghastly?’ It was great! The food 
was hot, and it was wonderful.” 

What started on an impulse became a 
nightly ritual. Bob, who already had been 
willing to shout from his housetop that 
he was hopelessly in love with his wife, 
found himself more in love with her than 
ever. He was amazed at how she could take 
a bleak situation and turn it into fun. . 
and gracious living . . . and love. 

She kept alive the very flavor of their 
marriage. Or as Bob puts it, “She made 
that one hour a night mean something 
instead of just a chance to fill your stom- 
ach. We'd sit in the dressing room re- 
laxed, and I’d visit with her, ask what 
the kids did all day, what’s new around 
the house. She gave me a tie to home. 
Otherwise I'd feel like a stranger coming 
in just to sleep for a few hours. 

“At first, people thought we were crazy. 
The candle bit, for instance. But we like 
candles. We use them all the time when 
we're alone, it gives you an atmosphere. 
But to some people, candles are snooty. 
Anyway, it turned out that my wife's 
whole idea was a great morale booster 
even to the other guys. They figure if 
some guy’s wife is crazy enough to come 
out one, two in the morning for a hus- 
band who’s crazy to work those~ hours, 
then everybody’s crazy and _ nobody’s 
lonely. Otherwise, you get to figuring that 
the rest of the world’s gone to bed and 
what am I doing out here?” 

It is true that when some of the other 
fellows’ wives heard about it, they re- 
sented Rosemary. “They thought she was 
setting a bad example by spoiling her 
husband,” Bob grins. “They wanted to 
read her out of the housewives’ union, or 
something. But that soon blew over. Now 
everyone sort of expects it, and people 
drop by. Some of the guys have a drink. 
It takes away all the grimness. You have 
a few laughs, tell a few lies, and have 
some fun. If ’'d known marriage was go- 
ing to be like this, I never would have 
hesitated.” 


Settling down seemed stupid 


Vague fears of marriage problems had 
gnawed at Bob all the time he courted 
Rosemary Bowe. He wasn’t sure they 
could be happy in his kind of life. He 
wasn’t sure he had the right to expect that 
much patience and understanding of any 
woman. He was even less sure of himself 
as a husband. He had the bachelor’s dread 


of losing his freedom. He couldn’t see 
himself staying home with the pipe and 
slippers, watching the footloose fellows go 


y. 

“Settling down and having children,” he 
admits, “seemed dull as dishwater and a 
stupid way to live—for me, at least.” 

Moreover, Bob firmly believed that “he 
travels fastest who travels alone.” And 
speed was for him—single-seat racing 
boats, speed cars, any pursuit where he 
dared danger because he had no obliga- 
tion to be careful for the sake of a wife 
and children. 

His skepticism was deepened by the 
mounds of marital debris cluttering the 
Hollywood scene. Friends told him, “Mar- 
riage is exactly like building a house. You 
make all your mistakes in the first, and 
plenty in the second, and the third is to 
make up for all the mistakes in the first 
and second.” It sounded awful. 

“IT come from a broken home myself, 
and offhand I couldn’t think of even one 
happy marriage,” he admits candidly. “If 
I could have pointed to just one! But 
everytime I'd say of a pair, ‘Well, now, 
they look pretty contented,’ next week I'd 
pick up the newspaper and he was hitting 
her with a hammer or vice versa. I was 
sure marriage was the end of happiness, 
not the beginning.” 

Bob was particularly uncertain about 
his own capacity to contribute to a happy 
marriage. “I thought the great lack would 
be in me,” he owns up. “I had grave 
doubts that I would be worth a darn as 
a husband. I just thought I wasn’t cut 
out to live with a woman, and home life 
would bore the heck out of me. I felt it 
was almost irreligious to go to church and 
say those marriage vows if I didn’t mean 
it. A man has the right to make a mistake 
in marriage. But to go in with the feeling 
that it’s only a flyer, and if it doesn’t 
work then, in two weeks you can call it 
off—that made me shudder worse. It 
wasn’t for me.” 

Even when he and Rosemary fell in love, 
he was unable to rid himself of his tor- 
menting doubts. He felt pulled in two 
directions at once—wanting to marry 
Rosemary, at the same time not wanting 
to risk having their love boiled dry in the 
pressure cooker of marriage. 

“We fought,” he recalls, “and the fights 
were all about do we or don’t we get 
married. She was so emotionally upset, at 
one point, that she actually blacked out. 
She fainted at the wheel and drove off the 
side of the road.” 

Bob and Rosemary fought so bitterly 
that finally they called off their engage- 
ment. And then he promptly discovered 
he couldn’t live without her. 

“It was that simple,” he says in awe. “I 
was so dumb that I hadn’t even known 
how much I was in love with her. I’m not 
saying the misgivings suddenly disap- 
peared, but they couldn’t affect me any 
more. I only knew I was so miserable 
without her that it was worth anything to 
be with her again.” 


So he proposed 


So, consumed and driven by love and 
tormented by fear, he proposed desper- 
ately. 

“IT have to marry you!” 

He smiles wryly about it now. 

“She didn’t quite get it, because she’s a 
woman,” he explains. “She took my pro- 
posal as a backhanded compliment, when 
it was the highest compliment I could ever 
pay anyone. Because I literally had no 
choice. The marriage might fall on its 
face tomorrow; all I knew was what I had 
to do today. And that was to ask her to 
marry me.” 

So they were married. “And,” says Bob, 
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“1 luoked at myself and asked, ‘What were 
all the problems? This is a great girl. 
Marriage is a ball.’ But I’ll be candid—I 
was still wary about having children unless 
I was positive we had a good marriage for 
keeps. Because, as I said, I was from a 
broken home, I’d seen others, and even 
though my mother was wonderful, it’s a 
sad thing to see children torn up. If there 
were any doubts, I wanted no children. 
But it took only three months to end all 
my doubts. 

“I was no longer afraid to have chil- 
dren, I wanted them. I didn’t worry about 
tomorrow, either. It not only surprised me, 
but my friends. They said they never saw 
anyone take to marriage and fatherhood 
like I did. And we were lucky, the Lord 
blessed us with children when we wanted 
them.” 

Elizabeth is three now, and Charles is 
two. They don’t see much of their daddy 
because he works such hours, but when 
they do it’s because he wants to. As he 
puts it, “If I stay home with the kids in- 
stead of doing something else, it’s because 
I'd rather—not because I have to.” 

Bob, who at forty still has the face, 
figure and vitality of his mid-twenties, was 
an All-American skeet shooter by the 
time he was sixteen. He played polo, 
fooled around with fast cars, motorcycles, 
racing boats. He figured that now that 
he was married, his love for sports and 
the outdoors would die a natural death. 
But not so. Zing went another unfounded 
fear. 

“Rosemary,” he points out with relief 
“is not only a_ good-looking gal, and 
feminine, but she turned out to be a darn 
good athlete. I took her skiing and she 
learned fast. I took her skeet shooting, and 
she amazed me by having no fear of the 
gun. This is phenomenal, most girls are 
scared stiff of a gun. She’s shooting so well 
that now, when I get a couple of days off, 
we head north to shoot ducks at a place 
my father left me near Marysville. 

“There were a few crazy things I didn’t 
try,” he says, “I still love speed—but risk- 
ing my wife’s neck in a hot auto is the 
only thing I didn’t share with her. For 
that, I go by myself. And I’m free to. She 
has made me give up nothing.” 

The result? He’s crazy about staying 


home. “T've been around the globe,” he 
says. “When I go on location—Spain, Japan 
—my family comes along. But home in 
Bel Air has it all over Europe. We built 
our house between a tennis court and 
swimming pool on the estate of Colleen 
Moore, who was a silent screen star, and 
we practically live in a playground.” 

But Bob feels fun and freedom isn’t the 
whole thing. There’s the matter of under- 
standing. 

“The acting business is a very lonely 
one,” he explains, “and hard to take un- 
less you can walk through your front 
door into a life as a human being. Rose- 
mary does that for me. She cares what 
happens to me more than I care myself. 
I’d hate to go back to the way I lived be- 
fore.” And with a grin, he adds, “Now I 
even have a built-in audience. When your 
kids say, ‘Daddy, I love you,’ you’re nine 
feet tall no matter what anyone else says.” 

After almost five years, he feels that 
their love and marriage is as “good as 
new.” 

And why? “Because you don’t have to 
tell Rosemary that the long hours away 
are for her and the kids, that after a few 
more tough years they'll have financial 
security. Too many men have to explain 
this to their wives. They phone and say 
‘Look Honey, I’m busy designing a mis- 
sile.’ And she says, ‘I don’t care about 
your confounded missile, you come home, 
dinner’s getting spoiled.’ That attitude can 
murder a marriage. 

“I know I’m lucky,” he goes on, “because 
Rosemary’s not like that. Sometimes I 
want to pinch myself because I can’t be- 
lieve where a guy like me comes off de- 
serving a wife like her. And every now 
and then, when I’m on my way to work 
and in a hurry, I can’t help it, I have to 
turn the car around at the corner and head 
back home, just to kiss her again. She 
looks at me as though I’m crazy, but I just 
have to let her know I appreciate her. I 
keep wanting to thank her for marrying 
me and for somehow arranging it so that, 
even though we did get married, we’re 
still in love.” —WILLIAM TUSHER 


See Bob on ABC-TV, Thurs., 9:30-10:30 
p.m. EDT in “The Untouchables.” Rose- 
mary’s in Par.’s “All in a Night’s Work.” 





END OF A DREAM 


Continued from page 62 


two-bedroom guest house and two-bed- 
room servants’ quarters. They’d put tele- 
vision in every room and built a swim- 
ming pool and tennis court. There was a 
ten-acre lake that fed into another smaller 
lake that was stocked with trout. 

The waiter brought coffee for the re- 
porter and they were silent until he’d 
poured it and left. Then the reporter 
asked, “What about the story that you 
and Jean were hardly ever at the ranch 
together?” 

It was true. One of them had always 
been working while the other one was 
free. “When I'd be in Hollywood, I’d miss 
the ranch and come running back to it,” 
he said. “But when I got there, I’d miss 
Jean, who was usually filming some- 
where, so I’d go flying back to her. I was 
only really happy when I could have them 
both together. 

“Jean and I have been knocking our 
brains out making movies all over the 
world to pay for the cattle,” he explained. 
“In about three years we had both planned 
to settle down in Arizona for good—and 
mever make another picture. I’ve been 


twenty-five years in the movie business,” 
he said, “but the greatest thrill of my life 
was as a Britisher, winning blue ribbons 
for my French cattle.” 

Then softly, almost as if he were speak- 
ing to himself, he said, “I guess now I'll 
die an actor instead of a cattleman.” 

A few weeks later, Stewart Granger 
prepared to leave for Europe, where he’d 
make a movie. There, he would try to find 
another home, perhaps in Switzerland. 
Yet up until the last moment, Stewart’s 
friends and Jean’s hoped that they might 
come back together again. In a final ges- 
ture at trying to save their marriage, 
Stewart bought Jean a gift, an $8,000 Ger- 
man car. But it did no good; she refused 
even to accept his gift. It seemed there 
was no chance of a reconciliation. After 
she picked up her final divorce papers, it 
looked, despite her denials, as if Jean 
would marry director Richard Brooks, even 
if she had to wait a year to do it. 

In mid-Atlantic two planes crossed. One 
was taking Stewart to Europe; the other 
was bringing Jean back to the United 
States. That was the closest they had 
been in four months. ... THe Enp 


See Jean in U.L’s “Spartacus” and “The 
Grass Is Greener.” Stewart can be seen 
in “Sleeping Partners” for M-G-M, and 
“North to Alaska” for 20th Century-Fox 
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KINGSTON TRIO 


Continued from page 65 


The noise of the hotel coffee shop with 
steady sounds of the lunch-hour crowd, 
the waitresses ordering and the clink of 
china, didn’t seem to bother Nick Reynolds 
as he sat, hunched over a round marble 
table, examining timetables spread out be- 
fore him. 

He checked the time on his wristwatch, 
then began noting figures on a small white 
pad. He didn’t even notice when Dave 
Guard and Bob Shane, who were his part- 
ners in the Kingston Trio for the past four 
years, since they left college, came in and 
sat down across from him. 

“What’s the score?” Bob asked. 

Nick double-checked his figures before 
looking up. His face relaxed into a broad 
smile. “Only six days, five hours and .. .” 
he glanced back at his watch, “. . . fifteen 
minutes—if the plane’s on time—” 

“ .. before he sees his wife again,” the 
fellows said together and the three of them 
laughed. “Hey, by the way,” Bob said, 
“Don’t forget to mail that card we bought 
back in Rhode Island.” 

The waitress arrived with his coffee and 
Nick scooped up the folders and tucked 
them in the pocket of his sports jacket. He 
knew that later that night in his hotel 
room, he’d probably consult them again— 
just to make sure nothing would go wrong. 

“It puts my jacket out of shape—these 
timetables,” he’d once told his wife, “but 
there’s nothing, Honey, I wouldn’t do, and 
little I haven’t done,” he added, “to save 
a couple of hours and get home to you a 
little earlier.” 

They all felt that way. Being separated 
from their wives is murder. When they 
were doing their show in Washington, 
D.C., they had a break between two ap- 
pearances. Bob, who had been married 
about two months, was so lonely, he 
grabbed a plane home, traveled over a 
thousand miles, spent three hours with his 
wife and was back in time to go on with 
the next show. 

Another time, they were doing a series 
of personal appearances in New York with 
a recording session tacked on at the end 
of their schedule. They worked straight 
through the night and when the album was 
finished it was close to six o’clock in the 
morning. 

They were already half-asleep as they 
fumbled into their coats. Then Dave pulled 
out his airlines’ schedule and discovered 


there was a jet flight to San Francisco at 
8 am., ten full hours earlier than the 
flight they had reservations for. 

Grabbing their guitars, they rushed out 
of the studio and to the hotel, threw their 
clothes into their bags—drinking black 
coffee the whole time to keep awake—and 
got to LaGuardia Airport with only min- 
utes to spare. There was just time to send 
off one telegram to Gretchen Guard an- 
nouncing: “On our way. Tell Joan and 
Louise.” 

All three couples now live conveniently 
within fifty miles of each other in Northern 
California—Dave in his old college town of 
Palo Alto, Nick in Sausalito and Bob in 
Tiburon. 

“It helps cut down on the overhead,” 
Dave explained. “Usually when one of us 
phones home, we pass messages back and 
forth for the other two wives.” He paused; 
then, with a quick look at the others, ad- 
mitted: “Anyway, it’s supposed to work 
that way.” 


Alone in a hotel room 


“There’s something about being alone in 
a hotel room that really drives you to that 
phone,” Bob said, with a bewildered shake 
of his head. “And if the circuits are busy 
or I can’t get through to Louise right 
away, I feel the world’s against me,” he 
added, remembering the time the Trio 
arrived in New York for a rare three-day 
stopover. 

As soon as Bob checked into his room 
at the Park Chambers, he automatically 
reached for the phone. The emptiness of 
the hotel room closed in on him as he 
waited for the operator to put through 
his call to Louise in Atlanta, where she 
was staying with her. folks. 

He lay back on the bed and imagined 
how she would look as she answered. In- 
stead he heard a soft, drawling voice—it 
was Louise’s mother—telling the operator 
that Mrs. Shane and her cousin had left 
only a few minutes earlier to see a movie. 
Dejected, Bob left word to have her call 
him when she got in and went to dinner. 

When he returned to his room later, he 
tried to write Louise a letter, but gave up. 
She could always tell when he was de- 
pressed and he didn’t want to make her 
feel worse. After all, being separated was 
hard on her, too. 

He was deep in a daydream about Louise, 
when the telephone rang and he tripped 
over the desk chair rushing to answer it 
on the first ring. But it was only Nick, 
telling him to come right over to the Blue 
Angel Supper Club where he and Don 
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MacArthur were discussing some com- 
mitments. 

It sounded urgent so Bob left word at 
the desk where he would be if the call 
came in and took a cab to the club. As he 
walked toward Nick and Don, he noticed 
that a girl was sitting with them. It was 
dark in the room and she had her back 
toward him but he could see that she had 
long, blondish hair. 

“Hey, who’s the girl?” he asked Nick 
who came to meet him. 

Nick looked at him quickly, then tried 
to hide his smile, but at the sound of Bob’s 
voice, the girl turned around. Nick couldn’t 
keep silent any longer. 

“Man, that’s no girl . . .” he burst out 
with a loud laugh, “that’s your wife!” 

Bob just stood, without saying a word, 
and stared, even after Louise came over to 
him. Finally, he managed to stammer: 
“It... really is you, isn’t it.” 

Later, after he had recovered, Louise 
told him that, when she found out he 
would be in New York for three days, 
she decided to surprise him and fly up. 
She arrived at the hotel while he was out 
and that’s when she and Nick arranged 
the meeting at the Blue Angel. 

“You know, even after Nick said it was 
my wife, I wasn’t sure,” Bob admitted 
sheepishly afterward. “Louise had changed 
her hair style and had it streaked with 
blond since I last saw her.” After a minute, 
he added: “It’s frightening how people can 
change when they don’t see each other 
every day.” 

“That’s the hard part,’ Dave said 
thoughtfully, “trying to maintain some sort 
of communication with your wife when 
you're apart so much. I guess we’ve each 
devised our own way of trying to share 
things with them . . . even when we’re 
not together.” 

Bob spends his free hours shopping for 
charm bracelets that memorialize places 
he and Louise haven’t been together and 
experiences they’ve never quite managed 
to share. 

“When we played Washington, I sent 
her a bracelet with an engraving of the 
Washington Monument,” Bob remembered. 
“And when we played the Blue Angel, I 
sent her one with little blue bugs playing 
on a pipe. I don’t want her to forget who 
I am,” he murmured, almost to himself. 

“I don’t know what I'd do without these 
letters,” Nick smiled, tapping his breast 
pocket where he always carries the latest 
one. “Joan puts down her innermost 
thoughts, and I read them over and over.” 


Can they ever make it up? 


Both the fellows and the girls have tried 
to accept the phone calls and letters as 
substitutes, but each of them knows that 
nothing can ever make up for those days, 
lost forever, that they didn’t spend to- 
gether. And some of their most cherished 
memories, even more precious because so 
brief, are those unexpected minutes they 
had together. 

Like the time during their midwestern 
tour last fall when the Trio received a 
last-minute call to fly back to Hollywood 
to record some soft drink commercials. The 
recording session took up the whole time, 
with only three stolen minutes for a hur- 
ried call home, and the next morning the 
boys were back at Los Angeles Airport for 
their flight to Chicago. They were having 
their tickets checked at the gate when 
Nick suddenly shouted: “Hey, Dave, look.” 

Dave turned and saw Gretchen, her 
brownish-blond hair catching the early 
morning sunlight as she ran toward him. 

“What’s wrong, Honey?” he called, 
rushing to meet her. 

She was out of breath and ae only 
shake her head to reassure 
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“Well, then, what are you doing here?” 
he asked in a puzzled voice. 

“Oh, Dave, you haven’t forgotten, have 
you?” she said, her voice catching a little 
in disappointment. “It . . . it’s my birth- 
day.” 

“Of course I didn’t forget,” Dave as- 
sured her and bent to kiss her just as the 
final boarding warning sounded over the 
loudspeaker. Quickly, he said: “Happy 
birthday, Honey. Sorry .. . but I’ve got 
to get on the plane now. It was great see- 
ing you,” and he hugged her again. “ ’Bye 
now. See you sometime.” 

He started running across the airfield, 
then stopped, turned and called back: 
“You mean, you didn’t get your present 
yet?” And, almost shyly, he added, “Hope 
you like it.” 

Gretchen stood alone on the field, wav- 
ing hard until long after the plane had 
disappeared. The gift came the next day. 

On Nick’s and Joan’s first anniversary, 
Joan flew in from San Francisco to be 
with her husband, even though she knew 
he would be working the whole time. 

At three-thirty in the morning, the boys 
were still recording and Joan had fallen 
asleep on top of the piano. 

“A great way to spend an anniversary,” 
Nick muttered and tenderly covered her 
with his coat. 

A minute later, the studio door swung 
open with a sharp bang. At that signal, 
Dave and Bob sounded a loud fanfare and 
Don MacArthur and Louise Shane, who 
had flown up to join Bob, marched in 
carrying one pink cupcake with a frosted 
candle burning in the center. Everyone 
burst out singing: “Happy anniversary to 
you...” 

Joan blinked sleepily, her yawn slowly 
turning into a smile. “Isn’t this a beautiful 
anniversary?” she whispered to Nick as 
he lifted her down from the piano, then 
buried her head in his shoulder and started 
to cry. 

“It sure is,” Nick said softly, smiling 
down at the top of her head. “The great- 
est,” and he gently brushed away her 
tears. 

At the time, just being together seemed 
pretty wonderful but Nick, Bob and Dave 
all realize that those few snatched mo- 
ments aren’t enough to make up for the 
lonely, frightening experiences their wives 
have to face alone. 


“I felt so helpless”’ 


“I feel I have an extra responsibility to 
be an understanding husband,” said Nick, 
who met his future wife while she was 
appearing in a night club a few doors 
down from the Hungry i, where the Trio 
was singing. 

“Joan’s a good comedienne,” Nick said 
proudly, adding with a smile, “and one of 
the prettiest ones I’ve ever seen.” Bob and 
Dave nodded in agreement. “And she gave 
it all up to marry me. She knew our mar- 
riage couldn’t work if we were both on the 
road. I feel I have to make that up to her.” 
He paused. “I felt so awful when she was 
expecting our baby and I couldn’t be with 
her. I knew that was when she really 
needed me.” 

He brushed back a tuft of brown hair 
that immediately fell right back down 
over his forehead and stared solemnly at 
the table. He wasn’t clowning around now. 
“I did call Joan every day,” he said, as 
though still trying to reassure himself. 
“Sometimes more than once. She'd try to 
be gay and happy but after a couple of 
minutes her voice would go shaky and 
she’d have to hang up. She didn’t want to, 
but she couldn't help it. It was weird.” He 
let out a deep sigh. “I felt so helpless. I 
suppose talking on the phone helped some, 
but it wasn’t enough. That was one time 


when I should have been with her. .. .” 

When the baby was actually born, 
though, on March 31, 1960, Nick was at his 
wife’s side. Gretchen Guard wasn’t as 
lucky. Her second child, a boy, was born 
on April 21st while Dave was in New York 
recording an album for Capitol Records. 
The same thing had happened two years 
before when their daughter, Catherine 
Kent Guard, was born. 

“We were playing the Blue Angel in 
New York at the time,” Dave remem- 
bered painfully. “I really sweated out 
the waiting but when the baby was ten 
days late, I felt, ‘If it hasn’t come by now 
it never will.’ I just tuned myself out.” 

Like any normal father-to-be, Dave 
wanted to be with Gretchen, holding her 
hand until the last minute and nervously 
pacing a smoke-filled hospital waiting 
room. Instead, he sat alone in his hotel 
room in New York and thought about her. 
Usually he read a book a day to pass the 
time but that evening he couldn’t con- 
centrate and finally tossed his book aside. 

Then, he feels, he and Gretchen were 
united, in a way, by television. 

“I turned on the Ed Sullivan show and 
later I found out Gretchen was watching 
it in California. In fact, she was laughing 
at Wayne and Schuster, a comedy act on 
the show, just before the baby was born. I 
was, too. So, in a way, despite the fact 
that the Sullivan show was released by 
tape on the Coast two hours later, we held 
hands across the country at the crucial 
moment.” 

Actually, Dave was working when the 
baby was born and since his father-in- 
law didn’t want to bother him in the mid- 
dle of a show, he waited three hours to 
phone him. 

“It was like getting married,” he said 
later. “You know, you’re curious about 
what it’s going to be like. It takes only a 
couple of minutes to get married—so that 
you don’t feel any different—and then, the 
next morning, you wake up and discover 
your wife next to you. You say, ‘My gosh, 
this is forever!’ You’re not complaining,” 
he added hastily, “but it hits you that 
way ... that it’s forever. I had the same 
feeling when Catherine was born, as 
though suddenly I had this tremendous 
responsibility to protect and care for some- 
one else. 


Plenty of best men 


“You know, belonging to a trio is a little 
like being married, too,” he said wryly, 
tilting back his chair until his crew-cut 
brushed the wall behind him. “You know 
—with all the responsibilities and none of 
the advantages. Except for one,” he ad- 
mitted. “All of us got married after we 
started singing professionally so there have 
always been plenty of best men on hand. 

“But seriously,” he went on, “we spend 
so much time together as a trio, we have 
to be careful we don’t get on each other’s 
nerves—that could ruin our professional 
relationship.” 

“So far, no problem,” Bob said, elabo- 
rately crossing his fingers. “We found the 
best way to stay friends is to lead separate 
lives as soon as we finish working. On the 
road, we always have separate rooms and 
we bend over backwards to make sure we 
don’t invade each other’s privacy. The 
same is true when we go home. Once we 
walk off that plane, we don’t see each 
other until it’s time to get back on.” 

“Even though Bob and I grew up to- 
gether in Hawaii,” Dave interrupted, “and 
we've known Nick since college, we have 
different friends, mostly people who don’t 
care whether the Kingston Trio lives or 
dies. When we finally get home, we’re 
absolutely incognito and incommunicado. 
We stay right around the house all the 
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UP TO $500 For Your Child’s Picture paid by advertisers. 
Send small picture for approval. All Ages). Returned, Print 
child’s, parent’s name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, PE, 
Hollywood, California, 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 16011C, 
Glendale, California, 0.2 AER 
EXCELLENT INCOME POSSIBLE mailing advertising for 
= organization. Literature, lists, stamps given free. 
nformation $1.00 (Refundable). Continental Mailers, Box 
5523, Philadelphia 43, Pa. _ 2 ie 
MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers. 
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home—longhand, typewriter. Particulars free. G. Economy, 
Box 2580, Greensboro, North Carolina. é 
DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s Suits $4.95; Trousers 
1,20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld, 164-A 
hristopher, Brooklyn 12, New York. 
LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywear! No 
house selling! Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana. 
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspapers. Write Newscraft, 
PW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. aie - 
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark. 























EARN SPARETIME CASH Mailing Advertising Literature. 
Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. 


COSTUME JEWELRY WORK At Home. Experience Un- 
necessary. Star Jewelry Co., 60 W. Hays, Banning, California. 
HOME TYPING! $65 week possible! Details $1. Treasurer, 
709 Webster, New Rochelle, N.Y. 


EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut’s, 
Loganville, Wisconsin, nehers : 
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HIGH SCHOOL AT Home in spare time with 63-year-old 
school. No classes. Standard high school texts supplied. 
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pleted. Progress at own speed. Diploma awarded. Information 
booklet free . . . write today! American School, Dept. X874, 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37,0 
ATTEND BUSINESS SCHOOL at home! Save time and 
expense of attending classes, prepare for secretarial career in 
typing, shorthand, business procedures, bookkeeping. Write 
for catalog. Wayne School, 417 S, Dearborn, Dept. 1161 SC, 
Chicago 5, Ill, SS Spy : 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 
Atlanta, Georgia. c ats : : 
MEDICAL SECRETARY ... HOME Study. Boston Institute 
of Medical Secretaries, 725X Boylston Street, Boston, Mass. 
AGENTS & HELP WANTED 
TEAR OUT THIS Ad, and mail with name, address for big 
box of home needs and cosmetics for Free Trial, to test in 
our home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name. 

lair, Dept. 185 DW, Lynchburg, Va. 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-110, 
Chicago 32, Illinois. 
60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples, 
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 16011H. 


























BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 

ANALYZE HANDWRITING FOR profit, pleasure. Free 
sample lesson, catalog reveals plan. Write IGAS, Inc., Dept. 
157, Springfield 4, Missouri. eM ip ahaha 
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 
faa j 
MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments 
at home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40. 
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HIGH PAY OVERSEAS. Domestic Jobs. Men, Women. Gen- 
erous Benefits. Companies Pay Transportation. For informa- 
tion write: World Wide, Dept. A4, 149 N. Franklin St., 
Hempstead, New York. __ 
AMERICAN—OVERSEAS JOBS. Higher Pay. Transporta- 
tion—Benefits. Men-—-Women. All Occupations. Act Now!! 
Write: Employment Headquarters, 79 Wali Street, Dept. M, 


New York 5. , 
STAMP COLLECTING 


GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE—Includes Triangles— 
Early United States—Animals—Commemoratives—British 
Colonies—High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus 
Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage, Gray 
Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS 


LOANS ENTIRELY BY Mail—$600 Or Less For Any pur- 

pose. Strictly Confidential. repay in 24 low monthly payments. 

Employed men, women eligible anywhere. Write: Budget 

Finance Co., Dept. K-100, 114 S. 17, Omaha 2, Neb. i 
- OLD COINS & MONEY 

WE BUY RARE American coins. Complete catalogue 50c. 

Fairview, Box 1116-YK, New York City 8. 


MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS pas 
POEMS WANTED! BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece 
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination. 
Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36. 
POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and 
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems: 
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 
POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send 
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32, 
New York. a 
WANTED: SONGS, SONGPOEMS. Collaborate, Publish. 
Submit: Co-Operative Publishers, Panorama City 2, Calif. 
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PHOTOS 


2'2"x3'2" genuine photos made on silk finish 
studio paper. Send photo or snapshot neg. to 
day. 25 for $1.25 plus FREE 5 x7" enlarge- 
ment. (60 for $2.25). Money back guaranteed. 
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time, no night clubs and no parties,” he 
emphasized with a wave of his hand. “As 
far as-I’m concerned, that time is just for 
Gretchen and the kids.” All three boys 
agree. 

“One thing about being separated so 
much,” Dave added. “You have a lot of 
time to think about your marriage and 
you really understand how important it is.” 

“It’s strange,” Bob said. “Sometimes it 
takes something pretty serious—like almost 
dying—to realize how much a person 
means to you. You know, Louise and I 
met in Hawaii and it was love at first 
sight . . . For me, at least. I spent the 
next six months convincing her—mostly 
by phone—to marry me, but I never knew 
how much I really cared until I thought 
I'd never see her again.” 


So little time 


It was the day before the wedding and 
the Trio was flying in from St. Louis for 
a one-night stand at Notre Dame Univer- 
sity in South Bend. At that time, they 
were still using the chartered plane they 
had nicknamed The Tom Dooley because, 
Nick explained, the song “Tom Dooley,” 
their first big hit, was what got them off 
the ground in the first place. 

They were somewhere over Michigan 
when it started to snow. Visibility was 
zero, their gas supply low, the plane was 
bobbing like a cork and they couldn’t get 
clearance to land at South Bend. Then the 
radio went out. The pilot had no choice 
but to drop down to about two hundred 
feet above the ground and try to follow 
the highway signs. ; 

The Trio started to sing, not one of the 
folk songs that had made them so popuiar, 
but a hymn, “Nearer My God to Thee.” 

They had gone through it twice when 
the pilot spotted a clear patch of land and 
headed in. The three of them looked out 
the window to see a snow-capped field 
and, holding their breath, watched as the 
pilot missed a haystack by a couple of 
feet, tipped a barbed wire fence and, by a 
miracle, made a perfect landing. 

Still dazed, they crawled out of the 
plane, struggled through the fields to the 
road and managed to hitch a ride to South 
Bend. As they staggered up the steps of 
Notre Dame, a student stopped them. 

“Look, you guys,” he called, “if you’re 
trying to buy tickets, they’re all sold out. 
Come back next year.” 

Afterward, they laughed about it but 
it was a sobering experience. “All I could 
think about was Louise,” Bob said. “That’s 
when I really knew how much I loved her. 
It struck me how little time most people 
have to spend together, that even if you’re 
always together, if the husband doesn’t 
travel, still there’s so little time.” 

“There’s no getting around it,” Nick 
added quietly. “It’s tough when you're 
away from someone you love. I don’t 
think you ever can adjust to something 
like that, not really. At least I haven’t 
been able to. You may learn to accept it 
more, but you don’t feel any better about 
it ” 


“You learn to make the most of the time 
you have together,” Dave said. “You know, 
when we’re on the road, in those lonely 
hotel rooms, I dream of the day when 
we'll have a chance to live like ordinary 
married couples. But even then,” he added 
thoughtfully, “it’s just like Bob said. You 
never know it but there’s really only a 
little time. You have to make being to- 
gether count. You can’t take those hours 
for granted.” THe ENp 


The Kingston Trio sings on Capitol Label. 
Hear them on CBS Radio, Mon. through 
Fri., 10:25 a.m., 12:55 p.m., 7:25 p.m., and 
Sun. at 5:55 p.m., 7:50 p.m. All times EDT. 











r& 








WHAT ARE YOU 
SCARED OF? 


Continued from page 29 


“Oh, it’s Juliet Prowse . . . That’s Frank 
Sinatra’s girl! What’s she doing with Elvis? 
- Has Elvis gone off his rocker?” The 
newsy tidbits flew faster than a gossip 
columnist’s pencil. One little girl in the 
back of the crowd sighed in complete dis- 
gust. “Oh, they’re only doing a picture 
together!” But her brief comment was lost 
in the onflowing tide of “juice”! 

Juliet, in a crisp green cocktail dress, 
slid her arm through Elvis’ while he tried 
to cut a pathway into the club. As he felt 
her touch, he grasped hold of her arm as 
though it was the last thing he was going 
to feel, ever. He looked into her blue eyes 
as if for reassurance and she looked up at 
him, a small smile gently curving her lips. 

“Maybe we should’ve gone in the back 
way at that,” he said, but she shook her 
head. “No, what’s there to be afraid of?” 

Inside the club, a line of people waited 
to be seated. But the maitre d’ immediately 
directed Elvis and Juliet to a table. The 
three bodyguards had disappeared. 

Juliet and Elvis seemed to have tre- 
mendous rapport going between them. 
They smiled often at each other and held 
hands under the table. It was the first 
time anyone had seen Elvis so relaxed. He 
even tilted his chair back, casual and com- 
fortable. 

Photographers’ flash bulbs went off all 
over the place, but somehow no one went 
near the Presley table. Which was rather 
peculiar. Then a flash went off right in 
his direction, and Elvis immediately 
jumped to his feet. He called the photog- 
rapher over to his table, but he did it 
quietly, causing no commotion. In a firm 
tone he said, “I told you, no pictures!” 

“I didn’t take any,” the photographer 
insisted. “I was getting a shot of Tony 
Bennett on stage.” 

“Oh, okay.” Elvis settled back in his 
chair again. Even so, the rest of the eve- 
ning seemed less relaxed than the begin- 
ning, and he looked preoccupied. During 
the show, he glanced at Juliet often. It 
was as if he wanted to say, “Juliet, are 
you the one for me? What we have, can it 
last?” But each time he tried to say any- 
thing a fan would come up to ask for his 
autograph, and each time he obliged with 
a smile and a “Thank you.” He signed the 
last autograph as the show began and, as 
the lights dimmed, he took Juliet’s hand, 
twined his fingers with hers. They didn’t 
say much after that, just stole secret looks 
and held hands... 


When they met 


Juliet and Elvis had become good friends 
while they were making “G.I. Blues.” She 
was a warm girl, with a tremendous ca- 
pacity for understanding—a girl full of 
love and empathy. Men came first in her 
life, always. Perhaps it was her European 
background that drew Elvis to her. He had 
been fond of several foreign girls while 
overseas in the Army—though none of the 
romances took. 

Juliet, of French and English descent, 
came from South Africa. When Barrie 
Chase walked out of “Can Can,” Juliet re- 
placed her, which brought her and Sinatra 
together. She became Frank’s favorite date 
—but when she got to know Elvis she liked 
him a lot, too. She told people, “What I 
like best about Elvis is his gentleness.” 

When Frank went off to the Orient, it 
seemed natural for the two young people 
to come closer. Often, when they were 








visiting back and forth in each other’s 
dressing rooms on the set, choreographer 
Charlie O’Curran (he’s married to Patti 
Page) would yell, “Here comes Frank!” 
Everybody took it as a great joke—until 
the day Sinatra really did show up on the 
set. O’Curran had given out his warning, 
“Here comes Frank,” but by then he’d 
pulled it so often nobody listened. So 
Frankie, who arrived with a gift in hand— 
an expensive string of pearls—found his 
girl great chums with Elvis. It was a 
moment of intense strain. “But Frank and 
Elvis both laughed,” Juliet related later. 
“A little hysterically—but what counts is, 
they laughed.” 

And now, tonight, Juliet and Elvis were 
holding hands in public, while Sinatra was 
in Florida. 

The day after their date at the Cloister, 
Juliet got a call on the set—long distance, 
from Florida. It was hard to tell if she was 
pleased or not at the sound of Sinatra’s 
voice. At first, she seemed elated, then her 
happy face turned red. 

“Whats’ going on?” Frank wanted to 
know. All those rumors about her and 
Elvis—were they true? Already word had 
reached him of last night’s date at The 
Cloister. And if any pictures of them had 
been taken, he personally would “rip ’em 
up.” The word had immediately gone out 
to his publicity office, and from there to all 
photographers. Had any pictures been 
taken? They’d better not! 

When Juliet returned to her dressing 
room, Elvis was waiting for her, concerned 
about the call. Juliet was apprehensive 
herself and of two minds. She was free and 
twenty-one, nobody could tell her what to 
do and not do! Yet she was Frank’s girl... 
sort of, anyway. He hadn’t asked her to 
marry him, he hadn’t asked her anything— 
except to do what he said when he said it. 
She owed him a lot, and she appreciated 
it immensely, but how far does apprecia- 
tion go? 

She and Elvis stood staring at each other 
as if the same thought crossed their minds 
at the same time—last night on their date 
and now again! Are we in love? Can we— 
may we—be in love? And the answer 
seemed to be up to Elvis. 

It was a question many other people had 
begun asking, and wondering: Are those 
two in love with each other? And can 
Elvis stand up to Sinatra? They doubted 
it. They doubted it for only one reason— 
they didn’t feel Elvis wanted to stand up 
to Frank over Juliet. Not because he was 
afraid—he wasn’t. But because he wasn’t 
sure that in Juliet, either, he had found 
the girl he was looking for. 

Now, standing by her dressing-room 
door, none of this was easy to put into 
words. And before he could speak, the 
long silence between them was broken by 
director Norman Taurog, who called both 
of them into a scene. Elvis looked at Juliet, 
a pathetic look crossing his face. He 
couldn’t say anything—perhaps it wasn’t 
necessary. The look in his eyes said every- 
thing. 

During his scene he goofed his lines 
several times. His mind wasn’t with it. 
What was he thinking of? What was he 


afraid of? 

Hollywood ... New York ... the world 

show business...Where did it start? 

. Where did it end? The movie world 
was a land of make-believe, a world of 
unreality, without stability, without se- 
curity. A poor boy from Mississippi had 
become, almost overnight, Elvis Presley 
the star. 


The memory of his mother 


Then he found himself in the Army, in 
a division that was no sissy outfit, it was 
rough and he liked it. “It was one of the 
best things that ever happened to me,” he 
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told friends after. “I had been taking too 
much for granted—all that money and 
cars and clothes. A man loses his sense 
of values—or maybe I never had time to 
get one, it was work, play, and more work. 
But in the Army I had time to think, and 
be grateful to the good Lord for all He’d 
given me.” 

When he came out of service, he couldn’t 
help think some more, and wonder: 
Would it ever really be the same for him 
again? Would he still be King? Way up 
there on top? There are many who say 
this is what bothers Elvis, this is why he 
shies away from marriage. 

But others say his reasons are very dif- 
ferent, that at the heart and core of them 
is the memory of his mother. They say that 
no girl has yet matched her image for 
Elvis. To him she stood for beauty, hon- 
esty, truth and sincerity. In a world of 
make-believe, she was the one reality. And 
they say that when Elvis does take a wife, 
she will, in all likelihood, be a sweet, 
small-town girl like Grace Presley. A 
“home folks” kind of girl. Recently, ex- 
plaining why he wouldn’t buy a home in 
Beverly Hills, but would commute from 
Memphis to make pictures, Elvis said, “I 
need to come back home here to keep my 
perspective. I like to work in Hollywood, 
but I like to live among ‘just folks.’ ” 

Whenever Elvis is in Memphis, he visits 
his mother’s grave. She is buried in Forest 
Hill Cemetery, on South Bellevue, the 
same street he lives on. The cemetery is 
only a mile north of Graceland, the Presley 
mansion, and he goes there several times 
a week. 

“Everytime I go in that place, I get de- 
pressed,” he has admitted. “It brings back 
memories and sadness... .” 

Recently, a New Orleans girl accosted 
him at the graveside and began making 
remarks which Elvis thought inappropriate 
for the occasion. He told her so and she 
became angry. 

A few minutes later, as he was leaving 
on his motorcycle, she veered her car 


toward it and ran him off the road near 
the cemetery gate. But he didn’t prosecute, 
he let it drop. He must have felt that 
making a big rumpus over such an un- 
pleasant incident was no way to honor 
the memory of the mother he’d always 
fondly called “my best girl.” 


His father’s new wife 


Can it be for the same reasons that Elvis 
has never been known to say anything but 
kind things of his father’s new wife? It 
couldn’t have been easy for him to accept 
the reality of Vernon Presley re-marrying 
this soon. And it didn’t help too much 
that Davada (Dee) Stanley, a divorcee 
with three little boys, was only six years 
older than her famous stepson. Or that 
Elvis wasn’t at the wedding—so quiet as 
to be almost secret—in Alabama. 

But Elvis took everything in his stride, 
and publicly denied any feelings of re- 
sentment. He answered questions with a 
frank chivalry toward his father that was 
as touching as his devotion to his mother. 

“My dad was a good husband and never 
left my mother’s side for twenty-six years,” 
he said. “If he has found happiness now, 
I’m all for him. All the time he was in 
Germany with me, he was a miserable, 
unhappy, broken man. 

“And Dee, as much as I know about her, 
is a pretty nice understanding type of 
person. I don’t really know her all that 
well, you know. But she treats Daddy with 
respect, and me, too. 

“She realizes that she could never be 
my mother. I only had one mother and 
that’s it. There’ll never be another. I talked 
to Dee about this and so has Daddy. As 
long as she understands that, we'll have 
no trouble.” 

And to make sure there was no doubt 
at all on his stand toward this marriage, he 
got a few more of his feelings off his chest 
(to an interviewer from Photoplay). 

“We have got letters saying some pretty 
horrible things about Daddy since this 


marriage first was planned. But I want to 
tell the world that he is my father, and all 
I’ve left in this world. I'll never go against 
him or turn on him. He stood by me all 
those years, he sacrificed things he wanted 
so I could have clothes and lunch money 
to go to school. 

“Tl stand by him now—right or wrong!” 

Asked how he felt about his three little 
stepbrothers, Elvis said, “Of course, they 
won't be exactly like brothers to me, but 
I do like kids. I bought them some toys 
and swings to play with. And we built 
them a playroom in the enclosed garage.” 

He has also denied all rumors that he 
was remodeling the little caretaker’s house 
behind Graceland for Vernon and Dee to 
live in. This is the house formerly occu- 
pied by Travis Smith, Elvis’ uncle, who 
watches the gate. 

Elvis said, “That isn’t so. We fixed up 
the caretaker’s house just so we would 
have a place to store all of the stuff we 
brought back from overseas. Dad and his 
wife will live in the big house with me.” 

This, then, is the newly matured Elvis 
that a girl will have to know and under- 
stand if she wonders, is Elvis “scared” of 
marriage. It is the Elvis who has frankly 
said in public, “If I was madly in love with 
anyone, which I’m not, I’d be prepared to 
risk losing some of my following, teenagers 
especially, by marrying. But for now, 
there’s no need.” 

No, because Elvis isn’t in love—yet. If 
anyone prevents the romance between him 
and Juliet from developing into a real love 
with marriage in view, it won’t be Frank 
Sinatra—it will be Elvis himself. : 
Perhaps Elvis knows that, too. Perhaps he 
knew it that night at The Cloister. When 
the show had ended and the house-lights 
went on, Elvis was deep in thought. “A 
penny for your thoughts?” Juliet asked. 
But Elvis just smiled. If only he could tell 
her what he was afraid of. . . . THe Enp 


See Elvis and Juliet in Par.’s “G.I. Blues.” 
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PANIC 


Continued from page 47 


whelming. She pressed her hand to her 
head. She had a headache. But headache 
or no headache, she wasn’t going to back 
out at the last moment. She did not en- 
joy fights even if this one was for the 
championship of the world, but her hus- 
band had been given the honor of singing 
the National Anthem before the fight 
hg She had wanted to be there with 

im. 

She had waited until the last possible 
second to make her appearance, hoping 
she could slip into her seat unnoticed and 
not divert attention from her husband. 
She hadn’t realized that the penetrating 
lights from the ring, more powerful than 
any klieg lights on a movie set, would be 
shining down upon her. 

As she neared the apron of the ring, 
the boos, hisses and catcalls fused into 
a mighty roar of disapproval. Her body 
sagged as if to say, “I waited too long to 
come in.” She felt they were booing at 
her—or could they be booing Patterson, 
the challenger, coming down the aisle? 

She slipped into her seat and waited 
for the fighters to climb into the ring. 
Ten seconds passed, then a minute, five 
minutes. There was movement in the 
ring, ex-champions and celebrities were 
introduced; but neither the champion nor 
the challenger appeared. 

Then it began—the feeling she dreaded, 
the horrible, helpless feeling of panic. 


The feeling that always began before she 
was even aware of the reasons that in- 
spired it. 


There was always a reason 


She sat there helplessly as panic invaded 
her body. The tightness in her chest .. . 
The throbbing in her temples . . . The aw- 
ful, loud sound of her own heartbeat that 
blotted out everything else—insistent, 
pounding, deafening—until she wanted to 
get up and run away from herself and 
the awful sound. 

The reason, what was the reason for 
her panic? There was always a reason. 
There had to be a reason. But just as 
her mind seemed to be reaching out to 
grasp for one, she heard the bell clang 
just above her, and the sound of it, louder 
than the beating of her own heart, snapped 
her attention back to what was happening. 

Her husband was introduced. She was 
aware that he had begun to sing. She and 
thousands of others stood quietly as he 
sang the National Anthem. His voice was 
strong, clear, in perfect control. As she 
looked up at him, the tightness inside her 
found release, the throbbing in her head 
seemed to lessen. The sound of the words 
he was singing seemed to smother the 
noise of her heart beating. When he hit 
the note of the high, difficult passage true 
and clear, without faltering, “Oh, say does 
that star-spangled banner yet wave, o’er 
the land of the free, and the home of the 
brave?” she felt only pride, and the thrill 
she always experienced when he was 
singing. 

Now he climbed down from the ring and 


came over and sat next to her. The roar 
of the crowd as Patterson, the challenger, 
and Johansson, the champion, made their 
ways down the aisles, through the ropes, 
and into their corners, drowned out the 
words she whispered to him. But nothing 
could wipe out the pressure of her two 
hands as she closed them around one of 
his and leaned over and pressed her cheek 
against his hand. 

The fight itself was fast, bloody, and 
brutal. She’d stare for a while hypnoti- 
cally at what was going on in the ring, 
then she’d hide behind her husband’s 
shoulder. 

The sports pages were as much a mys- 
tery to her as the fashion pages were to 
her husband. But from him, she’d learned 
that Patterson, the ex-champion, was the 
underdog, and that Johansson, the present 
champion, was a heavy favorite. She’d 
been told that many of the experts had 
written that Patterson, the American, 
didn’t belong in the same ring with Jo- 
hansson, the Swedish title-holder; that he 
was “washed up,” a “has-been,” a “noth- 
ing-fighter,” and that Johansson, who had 
knocked him out before in winning the 
Title, was a cinch to do it again. 

Even before the action had started she 
had felt a wave of sympathy for Patterson. 
She felt she knew what it was to be the 
underdog. 

In the opening round, the experts’ pre- 
dictions appeared to be coming true. Jo- 
hansson seemed invincible; it looked as 
if he could pick the punch and the second 
to knock Patterson into oblivion. It was 
as much out of sympathy for Patterson, 
the underdog who was about to take an- 
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other Gandtew of disgust with the 
brutality of the fight, that she hid behind 
her husband’s shoulder. 


She didn’t have to hide 


But, as the second round began, the 
situation changed suddenly. The under- 
dog, the ex-champion, began to strike 
back. The one they had said was “washed 
up” suddenly found dynamite in his fists; 
the one they had labeled a “failure” was 
throwing the word back in their mouths. 

Now she found she did not have to hide. 
She watched what was happening in the 
ng as if it were a charade of her own 
ife. 

When Johansson lay beaten on the can- 
vas and the referee raised Patterson’s hand 
in victory and the announcer a. 
“The winner and again champion of 
world, Floyd Patterson,” tears filled ‘ee 
eyes. It was as if she, in that second, had 
triumphed, too. 

As the lights went on all over the Polo 
Grounds, she was still in a daze. It seemed 
as if as many photographers were milling 
around her and her husband as were 
swarming about in the ring, but she didn’t 
care. A cordon of policemen tried to lead 
the two of them down the main aisle to 
the exit. But the crowd was whooping and 
hollering, and they couldn’t get through. 

Finally, they took another path that led 
back close to the fighters’ dressing rooms. 
On the way, she heard people screaming 
and shouting at her. But she couldn’t 
make out the words. 

Near the exit, she found herself on a 
raised ramp. She was in the center of a 
tight circle of policemen around which 
the mob surged and howled. Suddenly, 
her husband was no longer next to her; 
he’d been pushed or pulled out of the 
circle by the crowd, the screaming, maul- 
ing crowd. 

Then the face of one woman jumped 
out at her. A pretty face, she thought. 
But it was contorted in rage, distorted by 
anger. The words that came spewing out 
of the woman’s mouth were even uglier. 

Mean words. Vile words. Disgusting 
words. Vicious words. Malicious, lying, 
horrible words. And all the woman’s 
venom was directed at her. 

The members of the mob were repeat- 
ing what the woman was saying, as if she 
were their cheerleader and they were 
taking their cues from her. Except the 
cheers were jeers—and worse than jeers. 

Whenever the woman would stop for 
breath, the crowd would join in a chorus 
of boos and hisses and catcalls. And as 
her confusion and pain quickened to panic, 
she suddenly knew now the reason she 
had panicked before when she’d been 
walking down the aisle to the ring. It 
was for the same reason that she was 
panicking now. The crowd in the Polo 
Grounds hadn’t been booing and hissing 
because one of the fighters was about to 





enter the ring, or because the fight was 
being delayed: they'd been booing her! 
obody else but her! 

She felt, actually felt, her face flush 
and grow hot. She gasped for breath, as 
if she were the one, instead of Patterson, 
who'd been poked in the stomach by one 
of Johansson’s rights in the first round. 
Except she knew now that, unlike Pat- 
terson, she couldn’t win the crowd over. 
She knew, and the knowledge seemed to 
claw at her heart, that the mob actually 
hated her. 

A hand reached over a_policeman’s 
shoulder and jerked an earring from her 
ear. She quickly took her bracelet off her 
wrist and shoved it into her pocketbook, 
a small satin clutchbag. Someone grabbed 
for the jeweled brooch she wore on her 
shoulder strap. She held her pocketbook 
tightly, then raised it to ward off any 
further attack. The voice of the jeer- 
leader cut through the din, and the 
woman’s voice was the voice of the entire 
crowd: “You're rotten ... rotten... 
rotten!” 


They closed in on her 


The woman’s face and the other faces 
in the mob closed in upon her. The circle 
of policemen buckled and flattened as the 
screaming, clawing crowd pressed in clos- 
er and closer. 

She dropped her arm helplessly. Patter- 
son could hit back, but she was only a 
woman. A woman could take just so 
much, a woman could stand just so much, 
and then. = 

The faces blurred and she shut her eyes 
as if her knees were about to buckle. She 
felt a strong arm on her shoulders, then 
a calm, steady voice—the most comfort- 
ing, familiar voice iv the world—said, 
“It’s all right now. Everything’s going to 
be all right.” 

She opened her eyes and looked up at 
her husband. Additional policemen were 
around them, more than fifty policemen 
altogether. The mob broke and backed 
away as the officers guided them down 
the ramp and out the gate. The crowd, 
pushing its way out of the Polo Grounds 
into the dark streets, gave way and parted 
as they made their way through to their 
waiting car. 

In the limousine at last, she leaned back 
against her husband’s strong, protecting 
arm. Luckily, he had recovered her dia- 
mond drop earring and tenderly he put it 
back in place. Then he kissed her gently 
on her forehead. 

Secure with her husband, Eddie Fisher, 
Elizabeth Taylor sat motionless and tried 
to block out that feeling of helplessness. 
Then the driver started the car and they 
disappeared into the night... . THE ENp 
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SATURDAY NIGHT 
PARTY 


Continued from page 42 


Saturday night party on Sunday at six.” 
And she explained that that was just in 
case ... you never knew about the Air 
Force. She was beginning to get in the 
mood of the party. And after all, there 
had only been the family at their wedding, 
because a big wedding scared both her 
and Tommy; so it was only fair that they 
have a party for their friends now. © 

The entire Sinatra family went along to 
meet Tommy at the train depot. Somehow, 
plans got all mixed up and the train was 
almost five hours late. Nancy almost bit 
her nails down to the bone and Nancy Sr., 
who had come to the station to calm her 
daughter’s nerves, tried to laugh it off. 

When Tommy finally stepped off the 
train, he rushed into Nancy’s arms. They 
had been married in Las Vegas only a few 
weeks before, but Tommy’d only had a few 
days’ leave and then he'd had to go back 
to the Air Force. 

Then everybody hugged Tommy, got his 
bags and headed for home. He would spend 
the weekend at Nancy’s house. Most of his 
belongings had been stored there when 
he went in Service. 

All day Saturday, Nancy had hurried 
around getting the food, picking up the 
big cake and now she had everything 
checked off the list—from napkins to 
pickles. It was her first party as a married 
woman and she wanted it to be just right. 

By 5 o'clock the sprawling Sinatra “ha- 
cienda” was so immaculate it sparkled. 
There wasn’t an ash in an ashtray or a 
chair out of place. Out on the patio Nancy 
had the barbecue set up with hamburgers 
and hot dogs ready to roast. The redwood 
table was set, with the huge cake for a 
centerpiece. What a cake she'd ordered! 
“Welcome Home, Thomas Sands” across 
the top was only the beginning—it was 
also decorated with a picture of “The Old 
Oaken Bucket,’ Tommy’s newest record- 
ing. Everything was ready and perfect. 
Even the big rolling lawn had a haircut 
for the occasion. 

But it wasn’t even 5:30 when the door- 
bell rang. 

“I told everybody six!” Nancy squealed. 
“I’m not ready.” It turned out to be some- 
one who'd gotten the time wrong. He po- 
litely suggested to Mrs. Sinatra that he’d 


be glad to come back a little later. And 
he did. 

Nancy hurried and she and Tommy even 
caught a few minutes alone. Then, by six- 
thirty, the gang was spread over the house. 
Frankie Avalon and Fabe arrived and 
Frankie spent a lot of time talking to 
Tommy about the Air Corps. “No, it’s not 
the Air Corps, it’s the Air Force,” Tommy 
corrected. 

Frankie wondered if he’d soon be drafted, 
or join the Service for six months like 
Tommy had. 

Frankie Sinatra Jr. turned out to be the 
big hit of the party. “He’s almost the spit- 
ting image of his sister,’ Bob Marcucci, 
who’s Fabe’s and Frankie Avalon’s man- 
ager, said. Fabe thought he looked more 
like Frank Sr. than his sister does, but 
he’s definitely a combination of both his 
parents, and the sweetest, lovingest guy 
ever. 

Little Tina Sinatra looked almost lost in 
the crowd. But everybody couldn’t help 
notice what a great beauty she’ll turn out 
to be one day. Nancy Jr. even kidded her 
baby sister about it. “Good thing you're 
not a few years older, Tina,” she laughed. 
“You'd have given me a good run for my 
money with Tommy.” It was obvious that 
Tommy was simply mad for his little 
sister-in-law and she for him. 

Toward 7 o'clock the doorbell rang and 
in walked Dwayne “Dobie Gillis” Hickman 
—with none other than Dorothy Provine. 
Everyone gasped. It wasn’t just because 
Dotty looked glamorous in a blue dress 
with lots of gold beads around her neck, 
but because she was with Dwayne. They 
used to be a hot twosome over a year ago, 
though no one ever expected them to get 
back together again. Now here they were. 


A moment alone 


All through the party, Nancy tried not 
to leave Tommy’s side. She had so many 
things to tell him, but there wasn’t a free 
minute to be alone. Every time they tried 
to walk off to steal a little privacy, some- 
one would be screaming, “Where’s Nancy 
and Tommy?” 

Everybody who came in wanted to see 
their album of wedding pictures. “Haven’t 
got to it yet,” Nancy groaned. “It takes 
so long... .” 

While everyone was dancing or huddled 
in groups telling jokes, Dorothy and 
Dwayne sat off to a side, having a heated 
discussion on politics. Nancy and Tommy 
looked at each other and, without a word, 
they took advantage of the moment and 
went off into another quieter room. 
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In the meantime, Mrs. Sinatra was 
busily running around the house looking 
after things. She’d gone along on the last- 
minute party idea but you couldn’t blame 
her if she didn’t seem too keen on what it 
was doing to her house. She seemed to be 
the kind of a woman who hated seeing 
smokers use ashtrays for their ashes—for 
no sooner had someone stamped out his 
cigarette and the smoke died down, than 
the ashtray was as clean as a whistle. 

Some of the crowd drifted over to 
Dorothy and Dwayne’s corner and their 
political «discussion had a lot of the guys 
going. No one expects Dotty to be a brain, 
though Nancy remembered what Dorothy 
once told her. “When I first came to Holly- 
wood, I’d never show I had opinions or 
read books or anything,” she confided. “I 
was afraid it would put men on the de- 
fensive against me.” 

Off in another corner, Frankie Jr. sat 
on a stool playing the bongos. Wow! What 
a wild cat he is! The talent that oozes from 
every inch of his body is not to be believed! 
He plays the wildest piano, too, and knows 
so much about photography that pros 
gladly take tips from him. When he hit 
those bongo drums, his eyes lit up like 
electric signs on New Year’s eve. 

Before long, an old family friend, who 
played a great piano, stopped by and ac- 
companied Frankie. By dusk, the whole 
gang was sitting around the living-room 
floor as Tommy began to sing sweet love 
songs to his Nancy, who cuddled close in 
his arms. When Tommy finished, 
someone screamed, “C’mon. Avalon, it’s 
your turn!” For a moment, Frankie looked 
as though he’d pass out. Maybe he wasn’t 
too happy about the idea of singing with 
all that competition around, but he obliged 
like a pro and knocked everyone over. Ted 
Wick, who’d been sitting on the floor, 
glanced nervously over to where Bob 
Marcucci sat in a big comfortable chair. 
Somehow, you got the feeling that both 
managers were saying, “Hey, look at my 
boy. . . . He’s better than yours!” Of 
course, that really wasn’t true. And every- 
one was convinced that both boys would 
be around for a long, long time. 

Getting up to dance, Nancy almost 
spilled a Coke on the new dress she’d just 
bought. It was a white-and-black checkered 
affair with a tight bodice and full skirt. 
Tommy had once told her he prefers sheath 
dresses, but, for warm weather, Nancy 
finds full skirts a lot more comfortable. 

Billy Belasco came over to ask how their 
apartment was coming along. Nancy and 
Tommy had just taken the same kind of 
apartment he had, only in a building a 
block away. Billy’s question reminded 
Nancy of how many things she wanted to 
talk to Tommy about. 

The apartment was almost all furnished. 
She’d had to do most of the decorating 
herself. It had driven her almost out of 
her mind. She even made a special trip 
down to Texas one weekend to bring 
Tommy all the sample materials for their 
drapes, couch, chairs and so on. She'd 
just die if Tommy didn’t like the stuff 
she’d picked out. But before she made 
the final purchases, he did give her some 
idea of what he wanted. “Big, comfy fur- 
niture,” he said. After all, it was really 
up to her. 


The party’s over 


Ben Sands, Tommy’s dad, seemed ex- 
cited about the whole party. He didn’t 
talk a lot, just watched smilingly from the 
sidelines. Nancy was the cutest girl in 
the whole world as far as Mr. Sands was 
concerned. He was so happy that the 
entire Sinatra clan—from Mom, Nancy 
to Tina and Frankie Jr.—they all loved 
his Tommy. After all, it was a broken 
home life Tommy had come from, as_did 








Nancy, too, but hers seemed so much 
more stable. Tommy’s mother hadn’t come 
to the party. She was in Texas and Frank 
Sr. was in Las Vegas. Otherwise, just 
about all the people Tommy loved best 
in the world were there, joining in the 
party. 

Around 10 o’clock, the party seemed to 
be over. Fabe was the first to leave. He 
had to make a late rehearsal. Billy Be- 
lasco left shortly after that. Most of the 
gang left in little groups and by 10:30 the 
overturned cups were gone, the pillows 
were off the floor and back on the couch, 
and the left-over food had been put away. 
Tina had gone off to bed and Frankie Jr. 
had driven off to see one of his girlfriends 
—presumably Jana Taylor, who'd been 
dating Fabian for so long a time recently. 
Jana and Frankie had been good friends 
since their early school days and even 
though they were both in high school— 
different ones, too—they remained close 
friends. Nancy Sr. was rather pooped 
out by the whole affair. She kissed the 
kids goodnight and retired to her room 
to watch some television before falling 
asleep. 

Tommy and Nancy took a walk down 
to the pool, which was quite a ways away 
from the house. The lights all over the 


vast city were on and the reflection of 
the multi-colored lights on the pool made 
the whole setting appear like a scene from 
a technicolor movie. Hand in hand, her 
head on his shoulder, Tommy and Nancy 
stared out at Los Angeles spread out be- 
fore them. 

They had so much to talk about. . . but 
not now. It wasn’t the time. Nancy sighed 
softly, pleased with the way the party 
had turned out. 
glad to have the chance to see all of his 
friends. 

“Have fun?” 
him. 

“Hmmm,” he nodded. “Thanks for the 
party. It was great. But now,” he said, 
“just the two of us alone .. . that’s really 
the greatest.” 

A short while later, they headed back 
toward the house. Tommy had to report 
to the Long Beach Air Force Base on 
Tuesday morning. Only one more day 
together. They were both too tired to 
really talk about any problems. “Mrs. 
Sands,” he whispered, and he took her 
in his arms and kissed her. Tomorrow 
they could talk . there was always 
tomorrow! THE END 


she asked, smiling up at 


Hear Tommy sing for Capitol records. 





GLENN AND DEBBIE 


Continued from page 26 


He has a houseboat waiting on the 
Seine. . . . He’s going to build a house 
here on the West Coast of wood, stone 
and shingles on his great sweep of beach 
at Trancas. “And a very masculine house 
it will be,” he says, “because a woman’s 
femininity is enhanced by masculine sur- 
roundings.” They'll also have an 
apartment in town so he won't have the 
long drive and she won't be so isolated 
while he’s working . . . They'll travel the 
world together and have the joy of coming 
home ._ . They'll read .. . They'll listen 
to music and lie on the beach watching 
the night sky .. They’ll be totally re- 
laxed and at ease together . . . close and 


free .. . Glenn and his new bride. 
He has no intention of remaining a 
hachelor; he talked about it candirly. 


Everyone knows he’s dated a good deal in 
recent months, but the man-about-town 
routine holds no glamor for him. He longs 
to share his life. 

“When I do,” he said, “I'll give her 
everything—my time, my thought, my love, 
everything I have.” 


A new Glenn Ford 


If this sounds like a new Glenn Ford— 
it is. When I met him five years ago I liked 
him at once. As time passed, I’ve respected 
his intellect and his humor. But I always 
felt that he was not free, that imprisoned 
in him was a warm, vital man at odds with 
the stiff, rather formal reserve he wore 
like armor. He seemed often harassed, al- 
ways tense, under wraps as it were. You 
had the feeling that someday there was go- 
ing to be a mighty explosion. 

Well, there has been. Today’s Glenn is 
far more at ease, he laughs and means it. 
The other evening, at George Cukor’s 
party for Vivien Leigh, he seemed totally 
relaxed and having a ball—highly unusual 
for Glenn who’s always avoided parties 
and been a recluse from the Hollywood 
social scene. I don’t believe I’ve ever seen 
him dance. In fact, everyone knows he 
dvesn’t dance—bu' he danced with Hope 
Lange at the Cukor party—danced very 
well and for at least three hours! 


“Good heavens, Glenn,” exclaimed a 
friend who hadn’t seen him in some time. 
“You've broken the sound barrier!” And 
having broken it, he’s going to find a new 
life with a girl who is very feminine, very 
natural, and who “never ceases to be 
amazed.” 

To Glenn, the spontaneous things are 
the most fun. He’s not one for giving a 
month’s notice to take you to dinner. And 
he spots, on the instant, the slightest 
phoniness. What he’s found, in the last six 
months, is that there are women with 
whom he can be totally relaxed, with 
whom he doesn’t have to be “on” all the 
time. He can say “Look, honey, we’re go- 
ing to dinner but it’s been a rough day 
and if I don’t talk a lot... .” He expects 
understanding, he’s received it. Many a 
night you catch sight of his black Chrysler 
Imperial convertible parked inside his 
gates at Trancas. The gate has a new lock 
and you know that Glenn and his date are 
down on the beach and for the moment 
he’s with someone who understands him 
enough to let him be quiet. He needs this, 
he’s grateful for it. He could never be in- 
volved with the type of people who love 
night clubs and set out to have a good 
time if it kills them. 

“Everyone crowding into little boxes 
trying to have fun in a trap,” he shudders 
“T love to start off and do whatever comes 
into our heads. And a feminine girl doesn’t 
have to run the show, she’ll follow your 
lead as she would on a dance floor.” 

But for all her femininity, the girl for 
him must know how to be a good friend 
to a man. This capacity for friendship he 
prizes high on the list of qualities. And 
he told me a story to illustrate. 

When he and Debbie went to Spain to 
film “It Started With a Kiss,” she was 
pretty beat up. She had been facing a 
tremendous barrage of publicity over the 
breakup of her marriage, she was heart- 
broken, keeping a life going for her chil- 
dren and returning to work in comedy—a 
triple strain. Spain was her first chance to 
let down, to breathe. She needed a friend 
badly and Glenn proved to be that friend. 
He let her talk or he let her not talk, as 
she needed at the moment. In working 
together, he kept the comedy bouncing— 
Debbie has told me that herself. She can 
never thank Glenn enough for his moral 
support. 

“When it came to ‘Gazebo,’ the situation 











Tommy had seemed so | 
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iy Campana 
Italian Balm 


Heals Detergent 
Hands Fast 


Rough red chapped hands look 
younger and prettier. ..quick. Just 
a few applications of Italian Balm 
soothe and smooth dry skin away. 


~ Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne* )—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, Keg U.S. Pat. Off 





OF CURRENT PICTURES 


BETWEEN TIME AND ETERNITY—U-1. Di- 
rected by Arthur Maria Rabenalt: Nina Bohlen, 
Lilli Palmer; Professor Bohlen, Willy Birgel; 
Consuela, Ellen Schwiers; Manuel, Carlos Thomp- 
son; Erich Hausserman, Robert Lindner; Police 
Inspector, Peter Capell. 


DARK AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS, THE 

Warners. Directed by Delbert Mann: Rubin, 
Robert Preston; Cora, Dorothy McGuire; Lottie, 
Eve Arden; Mavis, Angela Lansbury; Reenie, 
Shirley Knight; Sammy, Lee Kinsolving; Morris, 
Frank Overton; Sonny, Robert Eyer; Flirt, Pen- 
ney Parker; Harry Ralston, Ken Lynch. 


ENTERTAINER, THE—Continental. Directed by 
Tony Richardson: Archie Rice, Laurence Olivier; 
Phoebe Rice, Brenda de Banzie; Jean, Joan Plow- 
right; Billy, Roger Livesey; Frank, Alan Bates; 
sraham, Daniel Massey; Mick Rice, Albert Fin- 
ney; Tina, Shirley Ann Field; Mrs. Lapford, 
hors Hird. 


| AIM AT THE STARS 
J. Lee Thompson: 

Jurgens; Maria, Victoria Shaw; 
Herbert Lom; Elizabeth Bever, 
William Taggert, James Daly; 
Hoven; von Braun as a boy, 
Horst, Arpad Diener; Baron von Braun, Hans 
Schumm; Baroness von Braun, Lea Seidel; Pro- 
fessor Oberth, Gerard Heinz; Captain Dornberger, 
Karel Stepanek; Dr. Neumann, Peter Capell; 
General Kulp, Helmo Kindermann; Himmler, 
Eric Zuckmann; John B. Medaris, Austin Willis. 


LET NO MAN WRITE MY EPITAPH—Co- 
lumbia. Directed by Philip Leacock: Judge Sulli- 
van, Burl Ives; Nellie Romano, Shelley Winters; 
Vick Romano, James Darren; Barbara Holloway, 
lean Seberg; Louie Ramponi, Ricardo Montalban; 
Flora, Ella Fitzgerald; Mar, Rudolph Acosta; 
Grant Holloway, Philip Ober; Fran, Jeanne Coop- 
er; Goodbye George, Bernie Hamilton; Wart, 
Walter Burke; Magistrate, Francis DeSales; Nick 
as a child, Michael Davis. 


LET’S MAKE LOV E—20th. Directed by George 
Cukor: Amanda, Marilyn Monroe; Jean-Marc 
Clement, Yves Montand; Howard Coffman, 
Randall; Tony Danton, Frankie Vaughan; John 
Wales, Wilfrid Hyde White; Oliver Burton, 
David Burns; Dave Kerry, Michael David; Lily 
Vyles, Mara Lynn; Abe Miller, Dennis King, Jr.; 
Lamont, Joe Besser; Miss Manners, Madge Ken- 
nedy; Jimmy, Ray Foster; Yale, Mike Mason; 
Comstock, John Craven. 


OCEAN’S ELEVEN—Warners. 
Lewis Milestone: Danny Ocean, Frank Sinatra; 
Sam Harmon, Dean Martin; John Howard, Sam- 
my Davis, Jr.; Jimmy Foster, Peter Lawford; 
Beatrice Ocean, Angie Dickinson; Anthony Berg- 
dorf, Richard Conte; Duke Santos, Cesar Ro- 
mero; Adele Ekstrom, Patrice Wymore; Mushy 
O’Conners, Joey Bishop; Spyros Acebos, Akim 
Tamiroff; Roger Corneal, Henry Silva; Mrs. 
Restes, Ika Chase; Vincent Massler, Buddy Les- 
‘er; Curly Steffens, Richard Benedict; Mrs. Berg- 
dorf, Jean Willes. 


SAVAGE INNOCENTS, THE—Paramount. Di- 
rected by Nicholas Ray: Jnuk, Anthony Quinn; 
Asiak, Yoko Tani; First Trooper, Peter O'Toole; 
Second Trooper, Carlo Guistini. 


SEVEN WAYS FROM SUNDOWN—U-I. Di- 
ected by Harry Keller: Seven Jones, Audie 
Murphy; Jim Flood, Barry Sullivan; Joy Kar- 
ington, Venetia Stevenson; Sergeant "Hennesse y, 
John McIntire; Lieutenant Herly, Kenneth To- 
bey; Ma Karrington, Mary Field; Jody, Teddy 
Rooney; Lucinda, Suzanne Lloyd; Graves, Ken 
Lynch; Fogarty, Ward Ramsey; Duncan, Don 
Collier. 


SURPRISE PACKAGE—Columbia. Directed by 
Stanley Donen: Nico March, Yul Brynner; Gab- 
by Rogers, Mitzi Gaynor; King Pavel Il, Noel 
Coward; Stefan Mitralis, Eric Pohlmann; Dr. Hu- 
go Panzer, George Coulouris; Igor Trofim, ““Man 
Mountain” Dean; Tibor Smolny, Guy Deghy; Kii- 
matis, Warren Mitchell; Johnny Stettina, Bill 
Nagy; Stavrin, Lyndon Brook; U.S. Marshals, 
Lionel Murton, Barry Foster. 


UNDER TEN FLAGS—Paramount. Directed by 
Duilio Coletti: Reger, Van Heflin; Russell, 
Charles Laughton; Zizi, Mylene Demongeot : 
Krueger, John Ericson; Windsor, Liam Red- 
mond; Knoche and American Lieutenant, Alex 
Nicol; Sara, Eleonora Rossi Drago; Captain of 
the Abdullah, Gregoire Aslan; Colonel Howard, 
Cecil Parker; Paco, Folco Lulli; Braun, Gian- 
maria Volonte 


WEDDINGS AND BABIES 
by Morris Engel: Bea, Viveca Lindfors; 
Myhers; Mama, Chiarina Barile; Ken, Leonard 
Elliott; Josie, Joanna Merlin; Tony, Chris; Carl, 
Gabriel Kohn; Mrs. Faranda, Mary Far: anda. 
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| was reversed,” he said. “I was the one who 

| needed the support, and Debbie was the 
friend. She has an incredible vitality, 
| she’ s a clown and, depressed as I was, she 

| got me up to her level of clowning. She’s 

| stimulating, she’s a real trouper and a 
really gifted actress. We enjoyed ourselves 
hugely—and the script said we were in 
SE 


Was it love? 


Where does love begin and end in front 
of a camera? “You have to believe in a 
love story,” Glenn says. “Belief is the es- 
sential rule of acting. You accept a role 
because you believe in the character and 
the story. Could this happen with this 
person? Is it conceivable? Once you admit 
it is conceivable, then your job is to bring 
about reality, ereate truth.” 

This closeness established by an actor 
and actress working together has been 
responsible for many of Glenn’s dearest 
friendships. Rita Hayworth, Barbara Stan- 
wyck, Maria Schell—with each of them, 
he created a rapport. But with Debbie it 
was more. First she, then he had to live 
through a personal crisis. Because Debbie 
had weathered hers first, she was able to 
give Glenn a great deal of understanding 
when his turn came. Glenn had cheered 
her up when she needed it, Debbie “re- 
taliated” when he needed it. 

They still lend each other strength. He 
feels that Debbie, of all people, under- 
stands that he didn’t seek a divorce, that 
he’s a sentimental man who treasures 
memories and wants never to hurt. She 
knows that he has a great fondness for 
Eleanor, he always will, and he loves his 
son Peter. All his things, even his wonder- 
ful first editions, are for Peter. Debbie 
understands that possessions mean nothing 
to Glenn, all that matters are human 
beings. In short, she understands him. But 
today, if they want to see each other, they 
have to find a secluded restaurant to avoid 
another batch of rumors. “Unfortunately,” 
Glenn mourns, “this town doesn’t permit 

| normal relations. If you walk across the 
| studio lot with a girl, you’re engaged. I 
only hope this phony publicity won’t de- 

| stroy a good friendship. I wish you'd tell 

| your readers that Debbie and I are good, 
dear friends and we’ve never been any- 
thing else. She’s gay and wonderful but 
there’s absolutely no romance going on 
between us.” 

When he said he “knows just what he’s 
looking for,” I asked him to describe her. 

| “What she looks like, I haven’t even 
thought about,” he said. “People put such 
a premium on physical beauty but it 
doesn’t last, it’s nothing to base a marriage 
on. What matters about a woman is that 
she feels at home in the universe, that 
she loves sharing, that she accepts you 
with your faults and virtues both, that she 
doesn’t worry about superficial things and 
gives herself to the joy and wonder of 
living. 

“Yes, she’ll have to understand the de- 
mands my business puts on a marriage. 
She can be an actress or not, but involved 
with me she'll have to be. I want to share 
whatever I’m doing. What’s the fun of 
the whole thing if it isn’t for somebody? 
What’s the point of a good part if not for 
someone. The fun in life is to look at a 
sunset, go to the theater, hear music and 
sense the shared reaction.” 

And one thing is sure, whoever she is, 
wherever she is, their time must be shared. 

_“I don’t want to be a married bachelor,” 
is how Glenn puts it. 

| My guess is she may not be an actress, 
| not because Glenn hasn’t deep affection 
| and admiration for a number of them, but 
| because so many actresses, especially es- 
| tablished ones, worry about how they 
| look, who will see them. They have an 


intrinsic sense of being “on.” Even the 
clown quality that he loves in Debbie on 
screen could wear him down in true life. 
He likes a gentler, dreamier type of 
femininity. Too much verve would alienate 
him as much as the femme fatale or the 
aggressive woman. 


A woman in love 


So much for a romance between Debbie 
and Glenn. If it’s Harry after all, why does 
she hide her feelings? Why the silence on 
a wedding date? Why? Because Debbie 
keeps her own counsel. But just as surely 
as she never said she’d marry Harry Karl, 
so do her friends say she will. In January 
—not to tread too close on the heels of 
the final decree which, on November 6, 
makes him a free man again. They feel a 
wait will look better, and by January their 
dream house should be ready. 

Yes, Debbie and Harry have been super- 
vising plans for the four-bedroom home 
on a two-acre estate in Benedict Canyon. 
He originally bought the property, but 
when word leaked out that it would be 
their future home, Debbie immediately 
had the word spread that she owned the 
place. But it was Harry’s personal check 
that the real estate man picked up. And 
right now in Palm Springs Harry is having 
two extra bedrooms built on for Carrie 
and Todd. 

Debbie’s friends try to explain away the 
secrecy—she doesn’t want her new mar- 
riage to start with all the ballyhoo of the 
Eddie Fisher-Debbie Reynolds production. 

“She’s afraid it may be a jinx,” I was 
told. “She wants to be a normal housewife 
and nothing else. And Harry’s not in show 
business, he works an eight hour day and 
longer. He has a business to maintain and 
feels this glamor publicity may establish 
him as a playboy—which he’s certainly 
not.” 

“She’s a woman in love,” said another 
friend, “so she’s out to protect her man. 
She feels that to tell the world her true 
a sat about Harry might embarrass 

im.” 

People close to the couple believe the 
marriage will probably take place in Las 
Vegas. This would be ironic, as Eddie mar- 
ried Liz there. But a Las Vegas marriage 
can be kept secret from the press until 
after the ceremony, and this would suit 
a publicity-shy couple. 

Debbie’s brother, Bill Reynolds, is very 
close to Harry and has been mentioned 
as the best man, with her father giving 
Debbie away and “only the family on 
hand.” 

Friends have an idea that the rumors 
of a rift may have started when Debbie 
was up to her ears in work. She was film- 
ing her TV show, working day and night, 
and for a stretch she had little time to 
see anyone, not even Harry. People ran 
into him alone in LaRue’s restaurant and 
other places. A man in love, sitting at a 
table without his girl, can look pathetically 
lonesome. 

What people didn’t know was that after 
his lonely dinner, Harry did manage to see 
Debbie—late at night at the studio. And 
these days in public, Harry is the picture 
of happiness. Usually a quiet, reserved 
man, he looks so jovial that people take 
it as a sign—he must have proposed very 
recently and he must have been definitely 
accepted 

As one well-wisher put it, “He looks 
like a man who is sure of his love.” 

—JANE ARDMORE 


See Debbie in Par.’s “The Rat Race” and 
“Pleasure of His Company.” Don’t miss 
her Specials on ABC-TV. Hear her sing on 
Dot. And watch for her in “Pepe” for Co- 
lumbia. See Glenn Ford in “Cimarron” for 
M-G-M and “Cry for Happy” for Col. 








WHY DARE DEATH? 


Continued from page 38 


their death-defying challenge to the laws 
of gravity ... and so I give you... .” 

Amid wild cheers, four slim bodies in 
skin-clinging tights, moved into the spot- 
light. Royal blue capes slung over their 
shoulders shimmered and glistened. With 
the supple ease of tigers they walked to 
the trapeze rigging, bowed to the roar- 
ing, stamping audience, and in one grace- 
ful movement, flung off their capes and 
handed them to a man standing nearby. 

On one side of the rigging, David 
pulled himself up a rope, hand over hand, 
till he reached the catcher’s bar. On the 
other, the Grahams and Rick climbed a 
rope ladder until they reached the ped- 
estal board. Here, each would wait in turn 
for a chance to dare death by flying 
through the air. 

Rick took hold of his trapeze bar. 
Across the vast expanse, David was ready 
for him, leaning over backward on the 
catcher’s bar until he was hanging only 
by the knees. 

Rick swung back and forth a few times, 
making a wider and wider arc each time 
... then let go of his bar . . . somersaulted 
into space . . . and into the outstretched 
hands of his brother. 


A crazy kid 


Rick, his hands still in David’s, swung 
back and forth one more time . . . then he 
left the security of his brother’s hold. 
With split-second precision, he caught his 
swinging bar . . . and propelled himself 
back to the pedestal board. They did it 
again, with variations, and in the grand- 
stands people sat glued to their seats, 
hardly daring to breathe. The bodies 
whirled and hurled high above them, forty 
feet off the ground. Under them, a net, 
true—but you can land wrong in a net— 
and still be seriously, even fatally, hurt. 

The finish was spectacular. One by one, 
the four performers dived down thirty- 
two feet into the net. The audience 
screamed with relief and admiration. They 
caught the net’s edge with their hands, 
flipped over the sides, landed lightly on 
their feet. They bowed once more, put on 
their satin capes and walked away, sil- 
houetted in the glowing spotlight. 

And people, letting out long-held 
breaths, said “Whew! What a crazy kid. 
Why in the world does a star like Rick 
Nelson take his life in his hands?” 

A good question. For that matter, why 
does he take the other calculated risks 
that no one can talk him out of? Why does 
he tempt fate by bull-dogging steers? Or 
ski when conditions are so treacherous 
that even the pros won’t go out on the 
slopes? Or water-ski in the roughest of 
surfs? Or drive fast racing cars? 

People ask “Why?” and give themselves 
the simplest of answers. He’s brave, he’s 
not frightened by physical danger. He’s 
young, he has a well-coordinated body, 
good nerves and no fears. 

But then you remember the spine-chill- 
ing incident of the Demolition Derby, 
where Rick drove so wildly and went so 
far asking for trouble that he got it! He 
came so close to Death, flirting outra- 
geously with her, that it very nearly 
turned out to be his last romance. 

Rick was on location in Arizona for 
“Rio Bravo” when he heard about the 
Demolition Derby that the local disc jock- 
ies were putting on. It was one of those 
wild “races for survival.” The cars are 
stripped down to metal frames with 
motors. Not one excess part is left on 


them. The idea is to knock the other fel- | 
low out of the race by crashing him 


wherever his heap is most vulnerable. 
Last car able to run on its own power is 
the winner. 

Rick told Joe Byrne, his stand-in, 
“That’s for me. What do you say we go?” 
Joe was for it, too. They told nobody on 
the location set, knowing they’d be for- 
bidden to go. And they made the deejays 
swear not to reveal that the driver of 
car number 2 was Rick Nelson, because 
Rick made it a point to go into competi- 
tion under assumed names. If he came out 
tops, it had to be because he was the bet- 
er athlete, he didn’t want the attention 
focused on Rick Nelson the star. 


Flames shot from the car 


By early that day, word got around. A 
dozen metal scarecrows were battling it 
out on the course, and the stands were filled 
with a shrieking mob who’d heard that the 
wild man in car number 2 was Rick Nel- 
son. Brakes squealed, rubber tires burned, 
metal frames crashed magnificently and 
after a time the finalists were—car num- 
ber 2 and its opponent. 

Rick revved up his motor and headed 
for the heap that stood between him and 
victory. To the roaring crowd it looked 
like he was going in to hit it on a side- 
swipe and knock it out of commission. At 
the last second, as though the excitement 
got out of control for him, he came on for 
a complete victory. He rammed the other 
broadside—knocked it out of the race— 
and knocked the wind out of himself. 

In the same instant, he saw flames 
shooting from the front of his car, and 
the smoke pour out black and thick. He 
struggled to unhook his safety belt know- 
ing that any second now the tank could 
explode. It wouldn’t come open. Then, just 
in time, some men came rushing on to the 
track and yanked him out of the death 
trap. 

The newspapers made a big deal of the 
story. They compared him to Jimmy 
Dean. They said that he, like Jimmy, had 
a “death wish.” Rick shrugged it off as a 
lot of nonsense. Maybe he’d been a little 
foolhardy, but that’s all. The papers were 
way out of line, implying that other stuff. 

“But why did you do it?” friends asked. 

Again the shrug. A lot of reasons. Ex- 
citement . . . confidence in his own skill 
at the wheel . and worked his way 
up to what he considered the clincher, the 
real McCoy of a reason—the end of the 
discussion. He said, “I guess I wanted to 
prove to the crowd that I wasn’t afraid.” 
“Afraid of what?” Rick just shrugged his 
shoulders again. 

It was on this same Arizona trip that he 
acquired a horse and also fell in love with 
the art of bullfighting. Cars became some- 
thing to enjoy, not to race. He threw him- 
self into the new interest with typical 
wholeheartedness, read everything he 
could lay his hands on, studied technique 
with an expert and got himself a practice 
bull. Because this is the key to the Nelson 
approach—if you learn something, you 
learn all of it. Flamenco guitar was a 
natural offshoot from the bullfighting and 
he started studying the instrument with 
Vincente Gomez, one of the greatest. 

But the guitar was only a breather for 
those who worried over Rick’s safety. 
The big love affair developed next be- 
tween him and the trapeze. Again people 
wondered, “Why does he do it?” He had 
been so close to death that day at the 
Demolition Derby. Why, after such a near 
miss, did he have to take worse chances? 

It was different in David’s case, he was 
working on “The Big Circus.” The film’s 
technical advisors were the famous Fly- 
ing Viennas and David. getting the feel- 
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ing of his role, began working out with 
them. He found he not only loved this 
thrilling occupation, but he was good at 
it, beautifully co-ordinated. 

He was working out with Del and Babs 
Graham—the Flying Viennas—when Rick 
wandered over to watch. Say, he decided, 
this looks like fun—and he tried it. From 
the start, Dave encouraged him. He passed 
on everything the Grahams had taught 
him, and worked out with him until Rick, 
too, was soaring in space. 

Now the brothers are closer than ever— 
every time Rick flies through the air he 
is literally putting his life into Dave’s 
hands. But they refuse to think of it in 
those terms, or count the near misses. As 
Rick puts it, “When. you do anything re- 
quiring skill and courage, you first learn 
how to do it, then you work hard at it, then 
you study the odds; and after you know 
the odds, you dismiss them.’ 

Rick has dismissed the odds so often, 
you begin wondering to whom he is trying 
to prove he’s not afraid to do the things 
he does. He proves it to trembling audi- 
ences every time he goes flying out into 
space on the trapeze. He has proved it to 
his family, his friends, girlfriends. 

Perhaps the only one to whom he hasn’t 
proved it, yet, is himself . . . and maybe 
this is the answer. Like every boy grow- 
ing into manhood, Rick must feel the 
need to prove himself, so he has to in- 
vent danger in order to conquer fear. 

Recently, Rick has been quietly dating 
Edith Roder, a pretty airline hostess, and 
people who have seen them together in- 
sist that this could develop into a really 
serious romance. Perhaps what draws 
these two together is that Edith, in her 


day by day contact with pilots, has met 
other men with the same drives as Rick 
and can give him the understanding that 
other girls cannot. 

Yet, how must a girl feel if the man she 
cares for lives in constant danger? What 
can she do about it? Perhaps Edith has 
already learned that she can’t, for a mo- 
ment, try to change him; that the only 
things she can do is try to understand. 

Perhaps she already understands that 
everybody has a secret fear and that each 
person has to find his own way to conquer 
this fear. Sometimes there’s no danger in- 
volved. The things a woman is afraid 
of are often simple—like meeting new 
people, fear of heights, being alone. A 
woman tries to conquer whatever she’s 
afraid of by searching for security. 

But with a man it’s different—and with 
someone like Rick, there is often a mortal 
risk. Why does Rick dare death? Often, a 
man will find that he can’t admit the 
thing he’s really afraid of and so he must 
give fear a different face. The real terror 
is hidden. Is there some deep-seated re- 
sentment, some long-forgotten frustration, 
some urge so deeply-buried that even 
Rick is not conscious of it? Or maybe the 
answer to Rick is simpler. Maybe it’s that 
sometimes a man conquers fear by risk- 
ing everything to prove that the fear 
really isn’t there. Maybe a man dares 
death to prove that he is a man. 

—BEATRICE Marcu 


See Rick and David on ABC-TV, Wednes- 
days, 8:30-9 p.m., EDT in “The Adventures 
of Ozzie and Harriet.” Be sure to see Rick 
in “The Wackiest Ship in the Army” for 
Col. He records for Imperial. 





BOYS SCARE ME 


Continued from page 61 


excited. “Just wait a year or so and you 
won't recognize her. Pretty soon she’ll 
have so much femininity that we'll be 
wishing for the old Brenda. She’ll be six- 
teen in December—that’s when there’ll be 
a change,” her mother added, almost as 
though she were hoping for some miracle. 

The discussion ended when her mother 
and Dub went into the kitchen. Brenda 
grimaced, leaned forward and whispered, 
“I can’t stand all of this,” and with her 
hand she indicated the pretty blue dressy 
formal and high-heeled shoes that were 
on the living room table. 

“If I had my way, I'd be in slim-jims 
nearly all of the time,” she said and paused 
and took a deep breath. “You know, I’m 
not sure that I want to be sixteen. I’ve 
seen those older teenagers moping over 
Sinatra records. And talking about boys 
and dates and things like that. That’s fun? 
Give me Jimmy Clanton and Fats Domino 
anytime. 

“Pretty soon they'll be telling me I’m 
allowed to date and people will be ask- 
ing me, ‘Have you got a steady, Brenda?’ 

“That’s living? I mean hanging around a 
telephone, hoping he'll call when you 
could be out bowling or swimming? I 
mean boys are fun at parties—you can’t 
dance without them—but who wants to be 
tied down! And to tell you the truth, boys 
scare me most of all.” 

Her mother and Dub came back into 


| the living room, both looking serious. 


“You know what I need?” she says. “A 
kind of Emily Post genie who would talk 
softly to me and remind me, ‘Remember, 
Brenda, be a lady, be a lady, be a lady.’ 
Boy, would Mommie and Dub be ever 
happy.” 

Poor Dub, she really gave him cause for 


anxiety. During the summer when she 
was starring at the state fair, every night 
after her performance, she’d rush back- 
stage to the dressing room and change 
into her slim-jims because the boys in the 
band—they were all teenagers, too—were 
already free and waiting to take her on 
the roller coaster. Dub always gave his 
permission. But one night she heard a 
knock on the door. 

“Brenda, hurry,” Dub shouted. “The 
Governor’s outside and he’s waiting to 
meet you.” And just before shutting the 
door he said, “And don’t forget—your 
white gloves.” 

In three minutes flat, she rushed out of 
that room, down the steps to where the 
Governor was waiting. 

“Please to meet you,” she had said, 
shaking her white-gloved hand with the 
Governor’s. And then she saw Dub’s face. 
She didn’t know what the matter was. 

When the Governor left, she asked: 
“What’s up, Dub? What’d I do?” 

“Now, Brenda,” he said patiently, “don’t 
get discouraged. But do you think slim- 
jims and white gloves go well together to 
meet the Governor?” 

“But you said to hurry up,” 
plained. 

“But I didn’t know you’d changed from 
your costume . . .” Dub began, and she 
could tell he just thought it was too late 
to go into it much further. 

‘I'm sorry, Dub,” she apologized. “I 
promise. .. . I'll try harder to be a lady.” 

“I really knew better,” she explains. 
“Tm not really stupid, but I was in such 
a rush about the roller coaster... .” And 
then she adds appreciatively, “But Dub’s 
a good sport about me... . 

“He even went to some of our football 
games to watch me.” 

Last year she was a cheerleader. At one 
of the games her school team was one 
point behind and was in a scoring position 
with one minute to go. Suddenly, there 
was a commotion on the field and, a few 


she ex- 








minutes later, a stretcher was being 
rushed out. Everyone in the stadium 
craned their necks to see what player was 
hurt. When, finally, the crowd around “the 
body” moved away ... “Who was being 
carried out?” says Dub. “Brenda.” 

“T guess it all looked kind of funny,” 
Brenda laughs. “But that wasn’t all. When 
Dub saw who it was he rushed risht out 
onto the field and he got so anxious he 
followed right after me and didn’t even 
watch where he was going. 

“Suddenly, some women began to 
scream at him. Poor Dub was in the wom- 
en’s rest room! 

“T guess it sounds kind of foolish to get 
that worked up over a game. Football 
games and my grades in school—they’re 
the two things I get most excited about. 
No matter what happens to me as a sing- 
er, I want to go to college. For a long time 
I wanted to be a doctor. I wanted to help 
people, but now when we go on tour, and 
I go to hospitals to meet patients I get a 
feeling all funny and break up when I see 
the bandages and all the hurt .. . so I 
don’t know. But no matter, I want to go 
to college—and so I need good marks.” 

“Good marks are more important than 
her career,” Dub says. 

One afternoon he’d called Brenda up 
and said, “I’ve got good news, Brenda. I 
think we’ve got a big hit again—with ‘I'm 
Sorry.’ Listen to this. Your record’s made 
the charts of Billboard and Cashbox.” 

“Oh, Dub,’ Brenda answered breath- 
lessly. “I’m so glad you called. Guess 
what? I got an A in my History exam.” 

“She got A’s in History, Speech, General 
Science and English and B’s in all her 
other subjects as her final marks,” Dub 
says proudly, and Brenda just smiles. em- 
barrasse4, and tries to change the subiect. 

“You know . I'm going to transfer 
to an Eastern finishing school?” she says 
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in such a way, almost as though, “Roller 
coasters will be the farthest thing from 
my mind soon.” 

It was suggested that Brenda would 
make a good actress—she’s had offers to 
go to Hollywood, but Dub turned them 
down. One part they wanted her to play 
was a hillbilly. “I could do that real easv,” 
Brenda says, “but I want to start off rictht. 
Some day Id like to play parts like Ingrid 
Bergman—tragic, romantic roles .. .” So 
for the time she'll go to the new school, 
and they'll try to firm up her soft South- 
ern accent. 

“T guess.” she says, “it would be normal 
to hope that I make a lot of new good 
friends. I eon’t think it will be my fault, 
thouch, if I don’t. I know Dub is always 
complaining that, if anything, I’m_ too 
friendly with strangers. But Ill tell you 
how I feel. I’ve never met a stranger. I 
love friends and I love to have their pic- 
tures. I collect pocket-size pictures of all 
my fans. When they ask me for a picture, 
I ask right back and they’re always nice 
enough to send me one.” 

Sometimes they send a stuffed animal 
because Brenda collects them. She has 
more than forty—dogs, cats, crocodiles 
and all kinds of bunnies and even a dino- 
saur. “I call the dinosaur GooGoo. I know 
it sounds silly, and I’m often silly ; 
sometimes I get carriel away with my 
own ideas. For my sixteenth birthday, I’d 
better wish for more understanding. 

“Mother says I do need new furniture 
for my betroom and maybe this could be 
part of my b‘rthday surprise. I’ve always 


wanted a white canopy bed, so I could | 


wake up in the morning feeling like a 
princess. I know this sounds kind of silly, 
too, because I never wanted to look like a 
princess. But I'd like a pretty bed . . . not 
that I'd want a fancy nightgown or silk 
pajamas or anything like that... .” 


She looks down at her shoes and guiltily | 


slips her feet back in them. “I'd like a 
birthday party,” she says. “I like them 
where everyone mixes—maybe eight boys 
and nine girls you like real well. It’s good 
to have an extra girl so you can gossip. 


Don’t misunderstand. I like boys, espe- | 


cially when they have a good personality 
and are lots of fun. I love to dance but 
the trouble is most boys don’t know how 
to dance when you get down to it and 
they don’t want to learn either. 

“Ard it would be real crazy if somehow 
we were near a big roller coaster—I mean 
when you go down you feel as if you’re 
halfway to Hades and when you pull up 
you feel as if your head is blowing off. I’d 
like to ride thirty times straight.” 

“Her current record,” says Dub, “is 
twenty rides without getting off.” 

“T guess, too, I'd hope for a second tele- 
vision set in the house. My little sister 
Robin and I never fuss, but with Randall, 
my brother—he’s ten and he always wants 
to tag along—well, we’re forever going at 
it tooth and nail over which TV show 
we're going to watch. So it’d be practical, 
I guess, to wish for another set. 

“Or being practical, I might wish for a 
special shoe closet. That’s about my only 
passion—shoes and more shoes. I can’t 
pass a shoe store that I don’t stop for ten 
minutes to look at all the styles. I wouldn’t 
think of asking for another pair of shoes 
for my birthday. With all I have that 
would be plain greedy, but I wouldn’t 
mind maybe another formal. 


“You know,” she says abruptly, “I can’t | 


see where there’s fun in _ sophisticated 
clothes. Who wants to spend half your 
time counting runs in silk stockings?” And 
then she adds, “Maybe if I could have just 
one birthday wish, it would be that I 
might be fifteen for another year.” But 
her eye catches the pretty blue formal on 
the table and she kind of smiles and says, 
“I guess I have to admit; it is pretty with 
all that lace and taffeta and I like that 
kind of waistline .. .” and no matter what 
Brenda says, you know she’s kind of 
growing up. 

She sits thoughtfully and, suddenly, the 
smile is gone and her face is serious and a 
little saa. “I guess,” she says, “if there 
were just one wish ... just one... Id 
wish that there were just a small package 
for my birthday and in it I found a pic- 


ture of Daddy. I guess that would give | 


me my biggest thrill—the biggest thrill of 
my life. Daddy died,” she explains, “when 
I was eight and there isn’t a single picture 
of him in the house. Not even a snapshot.” 

He was working on a construction job 
in Georgia. A heavy tool fell and hit him 
on his head. He picked himself up and 
stayed on the job. Then, three weeks later, 
he went into the hospital for the injury 
and a week later, he passed away. 

“IT don’t remember too much about 
Daddy, but I think of him all the time,” 
she says. “He left enough money to pro- 
vide for us for quite a while, so I know 
he always had us on his mind. I keep 
hoping that someone on Daddy’s side of 


the family has a picture of him and that | 


they will send it to me. I'd just like to sit 


down with the picture and tell Daddy of | 


all the wonderful things that have hap- | ; 


pened since he went away. ... That’s 
really what I'd like to do on my birthday. 
That’s really what I want—not parties, or 
dresses, or TV sets—just that.” 

—MartTIn COHEN 


Hear Brenda’s records on the Decea label. 








INITIAL and FRIENDSHIP RING 


STYLE YOUR OWN RING—order this new, swirling beauty 
with your own initials . . . OR with your initials on one 
tier and his on the other... OR with your first name and 


his first name. 


It’s the newest thing in the newest jewelry style! Either 
gold or silver plate. They're engraved in beautiful script . . . 
designed to make fingers and hands look gracefully beautiful. 
Get them for all your friends with their initials. A great 
gift idea. 


Only $1 per ring (plus 25¢ handling). Sorry, no C.0.D.’s 


WORLD WIDE, Dept. ID, OSSINING, New York 


Songs recorded. Send poems 

PO) b M S today for FREE examination. 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. 

babe 6021 Sunset Blvd. 

eG) ee 8 Studio A-12, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


SHORTHAND 


Famous SPE '}UW RITING shorthand. 
12U words per minute. No symbols, no 
machines; uses ABC’s. Easiest to 
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost. 
500,000 taught at home or through 
classroom instruction. For business and Civil Serv- 
ice. Typing available. 38th year. Schools in over 400 
cities in U. S., Canada, Cuba, and Hawaii. Write 
for FREE booklet to: © 1959 


Dept. 311,55 W. 42St., New York36 @-4S 


























Any QL 


° WALLET 

Copied ca’) PHOTOS a 
212 x 31 in. size on dou- 
ble weight, silk finish, 
portrait paper . . . The] nandling 
rage for exchanging with 
friends, enclosing in letters or greet- 
ting cards or job applications. Orig- 
inal returned, Order in units of 25 
(1 pose). Enclose payment ($1.25) 
and we prepay or SEND NO 

MONEY, (Sent c.o.d. if you 
wish,) 4 day service, Satisfaction 
guaranteed, Send photo or snapshot today, 


Dept. 376, 913 Wu sinat Fr acl bas thoieas 2 Towa 
ENJOY STEADY PAY EVERY DAY AS A 



























Enjoy security, independence and freedom \ 
from money worries. Earn up to $65.00 a week aN 
; 4 A 

in good times or bad as a Practical Nurse. 


LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


Age, education not important—in a few 
short weeks you should be able to accept 
your first case. Mail coupon today. 





POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 9F110, — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


1 

i 

: : 

i ! 

1 
' 

: ee ee ee wn ; 

1 

; Address pointes 

i i 


y (ity 








JUST THINK! 


BIG MONEY! 
EASY WORK! 
NO EXPERIENCE 
NEEDED! 


And you work on your own time. It is 
NOT too good to be true. It IS true, 
an amazing opportunity for spare- 
time cash. A _ successful publisher 
will pay big commissions to persons 
taking orders on _ his 
magazines. Just write: Macfadden 
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DEATH WAS 
FOLLOWING US 


Continued from page 67 


| was. But now when she threw her arms 
| around him, where everybody on the street 


could see, and kissed him, he squirmed. 


When you're ten, being kissed in public 
| is pretty embarrassing. 


| she said joyfully, 
fast-selling | 


| Peter Breck... 


But his mother just laughed. “Oh, Peter,” 
“Peter, I’m so happy. 
Look at this paper they just gave me—it 
says you’re mine, all mine. I can take you 
back to Rochester with me!” 

The paper had his name filled in . 
so he glanced at it curi- 


| ously. It was all small print and long 


words . court decree... 


permanent 
custody ... 


maternal relative. But there 


'were things he had come to understand 


SONGMAKERS Dept. PH, 1472 Broadway. N.Y.C. 36} | while he and his baby brother George 


were being raised in Grandma’s home. He 


| knew that his parents toured together in 
| show business and couldn’t take kids with 
| them. Mom was Doris Goings, a dancer, 
| and Dad was Joe Breck the bandleader, 
| the 
| divorced, and for some reason the boys 


“Prince of Pep.” But then they got 


were separated also. Georgie, who was 


| hardly two years old, went to live with 
| Dad while Peter, who was eight, stayed 


on with Grandma, Aunt Polly and the 


| whole New England clan of Brecks. 


Now his mother was married again and 


| wanted him. She’d given up show busi- 


ness, settled in one place with a husband 


| and a home—and the court said she could 


have him. On their way from Haverhill, 


| Massachusetts, to Rochester, New York, 
| she told him about his new father. 


“You'll like him, Peter,” she promised. 
“He’s sports editor on a newspaper in 
Rochester and he’s a wonderful man.” 

It sounded exciting. Much as he loved 
Grandma, he was eager to go with his 


| mom. Only one question came right to 
| mind: It was so long since he’d seen his 


little brother that he wondered, would 
Georgie be there too? He kind of hoped 


| so. He remembered a tiny kid who used 
| to follow him around as if this big brother 


of his was great stuff. When Georgie grew 
up, they could play baseball . . . go fish- 
ing ... wrestle. It would be nice to have 
a brother. 

But all he asked his mother was, “How 
about Georgie?” 

And all his mother said was, “Georgie 
is with Dad.” He never asked again. 

Twenty-two years later, on a January 
day, Peter stood on the sound stage of 
20th Century-Fox preparing to go into a 


TV series in which he starred. He’d gotten 
there by a long and bumpy road, knocking 
around the country learning to be an 


| wandering, made several tries at locating 


| his brother George, but in that he’d been 


| less successful. 


This day, after the cameras stopped roll- 


| ing, he went to sit in his canvas chair and 


go over his lines for the next scene. A 
crew member came over to say that some- 
one outside wanted to see him 

“Well... well... okay, let him come 


| in.” 


| The son of Joe Breck 


Deep in the script, Peter hardly noticed 


| a young man walking toward him—slowly, 
| shyly, as if he’d rather forget the whole 
| thing and run away. By inches the young 
| boy came over to him, and in a soft, shy 


. wonder .. . ah 
. are you...” He cleared 


voice said, “Ah ...I.. 
. could you .. 


his throat and started again. “. . . . Are 
— the son of Joe Breck, the ‘Prince of 
ep 

A bill collector, Peter thought at once. 
Or he wants to make a touch. Who else 
would ask about his father? Brusquely he 
asked, “Who wants to know?” in a tone 
a man uses to intimidate guys in westerns. 

The young boy looked as if he’d like 
to sink through the sound stage floor. But 
he continued hesitantly, “Well, if you are 
Joe Breck’s son—then I’m your brother 
.. . ’m George, George Breck, and .. .” 

Like a thunderclap, Peter heard the two 
words that made him jump to his feet. 
George Breck! He looked at the boy for a 
full moment; he couldn’t speak. Then he 
felt a burst of emotion like a dam break- 
ing inside him. He grabbed the boy in a 
bear hug, saying over and over, “Georgie, 
Georgie.” He could hardly believe that 
twenty-two years of off-and-on searching 
had ended, dreamlike, on the sound stage 
of a Hollywood television studio. 

The two brothers walked off the set to- 
gether and headed for a nearby cafe. They 
sat across from each other, face to face. 
the years of separation melting away like 
icicles in the sunshine. Words tumbled out, 
they reminisced about Grandmother, Aunt 
Polly, Mother, Dad. They caught up on 
twenty-two years of living, on all George’s 
own hard knocks and drifting. But now 
he was married to a swell gal named Patty 
and they had a small son named Alan. 
Four years they’d been married and George 
all of twenty-three now! They’d come 
West to live, settled in the Glendale sec- 
tion of Los Angeles, and he worked as a 
machinist. Everything was fine. Oh, some 
doctor had tried to throw a scare into him 
about a sickness with a long name that 
meant calcium deposits around the heart, 
but it wasn’t anything you had to rush 
into. Even the doc said so. 

“Never mind, no rush, you take care of 
it,” Peter said. He was the big brother 
now, the senior by six years. It felt great 
to suddenly have a kid brother to advise. 

George shrugged. “I’m as healthy as a 
horse,” he said. “That saw-bones must’ ve 
got me mixed up with two other fellows.” 

Peter said, “I can’t get over your finding 
~, Tell me just how it was.” And George 
told. 

“One Saturday night we turned on 
‘Black Saddle’ for the first time,” he said. 

“and the words ‘Starring Peter Breck’ 
flashed on. I said to Patty, ‘Gosh, that’s 
my brother’s name, but I haven’t seen 
my brother since I was a baby, so how 
would I know?’ She got all excited. ‘You 
mean that tall handsome TV star might be 
your brother?’ Well, I didn’t know, but I 
watched that show every Saturday night 
for three months trying to catch some ex- 
pression that might be like Dad's o1 
Mom’s.” 

Finally he decided to find out for him- 
self. He got into the car and rode around 
Hollywood looking for the studio where 
“Black Saddle” was being filmed. More 
than once he nearly gave up 

“But I just couldn’t quit, ” he told Peter. 
“I had to find out if you were my long 
lost brother.” 


They became inseparable 


After that, the two became inseparable. 
Every chance George got, he came on the 
set and watched from the sidelines. The 
whole business fascinated him, the cam- 
eras, the sound track, especially his own 
brother up there—a star! Peter would 
look over and laugh at the gone expres- 
sion on George’s face. He was like the 
two-year-old who used to follow him 
around worshipfully. 

Peter hit on a way to make George very 
happy by taking him on as his stand-in. 
George gloried in the show’s higl. ratings 










































































and his brother’s popularity at personal 
appearances. Peter worked him into that 
act, too. They had a routine that brought 
the house down. First Peter did his stuff, 
and the audience went wild for a Holly- 
wood he-man who could actually ride and 
do fantastically intricate and dangerous 
stunts with a bullwhip and axe-handle. 
Then George would walk on stage and 
Peter would introduce him. “Folks, I 
want you to meet my brother George. He 
works with me on the show back in Hol- 
lywood and he can tell you that every 
week I do my stunts, no matter how dan- 
gerous they are. Right, George?” 

The boy would hang his head, silent and 
gulping. Much laughter from the audi- 
ence! Peter would walk over, grab George 
by the collar and raise him from the 
ground. “Now,” in a menacing voice, “tell 
them I always do my own stunts.” George, 
barely able to talk, would nod yes. Only 
then did Peter put him down and let him 
go. The audience loved it and the brothers 
got a terrific bang out of it. 

Off-stage they were close, too. Peter 
was in love with a beautiful dancer, Diane 
Bourne, whom he hoped to marry within 
a year. She and Peter, Patty and George, 
became a foursome. Every weekend that 
Peter wasn’t on tour, they spent at his 
bachelor bungalow. They barbecued steaks, 
talked, romped with Peter’s family of Ger- 
man shepherds: Portia, Brutus, Cassius 
and Caesar. Life was just great. All the 
more when Peter and Diane decided on a 
June wedding. 

Then, in April, Peter was scheduled for 
a personal appearance in Springfield, Mas- 
sachusetts, and the brothers made great 
plans. They’d do a week of shows, take 
off a week to visit the relatives in Haver- 
hill and Gloucester. And while they were 
East, George would get that operation over 
with. He’d been saving up for it and now, 
thanks to Peter, he had it made. Peter 
would take George to the Veterans’ Hos- 
pital in West Roxbury, a Boston suburb. 
They pin-pointed the dates. May 26 for 
the surgery, and out of the hospital in 
time for the wedding on June 11. Patty 
was to be matron of honor, but George 
wanted to be usher instead of best man. 
“Tll get a kick out of walking your Holly- 
wood friends down the aisle,” he said like 
a kid, and it was okay with Peter. 

The day before they were to leave for 
Springfield, Peter got a letter from the 
relatives. One look at his face as he read, 
and George knew—it was bad news. 

“Georgie,” Peter began, and choked up. 
There were tears in his eyes. Then he 
made himself blurt it out. “Dad’s—dead. 
He got burned to death in a hotel fire a 
week ago.” The two brothers stood staring 
at each other in shock. They’d hardly 
known their father. The “Prince of Pep,” 
the roving showman, had wandered out of 
their lives long ago. But they were his 
sons. They felt grief and loss. Neither of 
them knew that Death was to follow them 
even farther. 

They went to Springfield and then to 
see the family as they’d planned, though 
the visit was saddened by Joe Breck’s 
death. 

“You know something, Pete,” George 
said. “I’m gladder than ever that we 
found each other.” They were sitting on 
the wharf at Gloucester, they’d left the 
relatives for a while and gone to walk. 

“You did the finding,” Peter said. 

“Well, it was luck, too.” That was all 
they said, but each knew what the other 
meant: that never again would they let 
themselves be separated. Not after Georgie 
and Fate together had turned the trick 
of reuniting them. 

When it was time for George to enter 
the hospital, they went to Boston together 
and Peter stayed to see him checked in. 
The admitting physician remarked on 








George’s cheerful attitude, for an incom- 
ing patient. 

“He’s so darn glad to get it over with,” 
Peter explained. “Who wants the threat of 
heart disease hanging over him when he 
can cure it?” 

“That’s right,” George said. “I’ve got 
other plans.” He grinned at his brother. 
“I’m aiming to be your stunt man, in case 
you don’t know. I’ve been practicing dives 
and falls already.” 

Peter laughed. “If you hanker to fall 
off horses every week and make me a 
bigger hero—that’s fine by me.” 

They said so long now. Peter had to 
head back for Hollywood and for those 
eternal personal appearances. But he kept 
in touch. He knew when George went up 


for surgery on May 26, and again two days | 


later. No matter where his body went, his 
heart was thousands of miles away in 
Massachusetts. 


“‘Do it for Georgie”’ 


The day before Memorial Day, Peter was 
about to go before a packed stadium in 
Denver for the last show. In five minutes 
he’d be on. Suddenly someone—he never 
could remember who it was—hurried to 
him with sorrow and pity on his face. 

“Peter,” he said, “Peter—it’s bad news.” 

Peter said, “George .. .” and the man 
nodded. —George was dead. The young 
heart that was going to be mended, had 
stopped beating. 

Someone called, “Breck, you’re on” and 
he walked out before a mob he didn’t see. 
They cheered themselves hoarse and he 
didn’t hear them. He went through his act 
—and didn’t know what he was doing. And 
later, in the same haze, he saw Diane was 
next to him. 

“I flew in as soon as I heard,” she said. 
“I wanted to be with you.” 


“We'll leave now,” he told her wooden- | 


ly. “I—can’t do tomorrow’s shows.” 


But he did. He forced himself to go on. | 


It was Memorial Day and he did three 
shows in memory of the brother he would 
never forget. Then he and Diane left for 
Gloucester, for his funeral. But first he 
asked the publicity man to write up his 
brother’s death and put it on the wires. 

“Do it for Georgie,” he said. “He’d get 
a bang out of seeing his name in print.” 

People who never even knew George 
in life, came to Gloucester to see him in 
death. Or maybe to see Peter Breck—and 
this Peter hated. He walked through the 
crowd with eyes straight ahead and joined 
his family in the mourning room. It was 
an old-fashioned Irish wake—three days 
and nights of continuous mourning. Past 
the casket, streamed people who had loved 
the boy—and people who had never met 
him. But they wept, too. 

Back in Hollywood, again, Patty and 
her son came to stay at Peter’s. Diane, 
who had been with him through it all, 
was for postponing the wedding. It was 
Peter who told her, “It would break 
Georgie’s heart.” 

So, on June 11, they had their wedding 
as scheduled. Diane and Peter stood be- 
fore the altar in St. Francis de Salles 
Church in the Valley, and heard the man 
of God pronounce them man and wife. 
Their matron of honor was Patty Breck, 
the best man Peter Hornsby. There was 
no usher. 

But as Peter promised to cherish Diane 
forever, he whispered in his heart, “Don’t 
you worry about your family, Georgie— 
we'll take good care of them.” Because he 
knew: Somewhere on the sidelines the 
brother he had lost and found and lost 
again, was watching and nodding and 
smiling his approval. Marcia Borie 


Be sure to watch for Peter Breck in “Black 
Saddle” on your local television station. 
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MOVIES Continued from page 8 


moviegoers to reach their own decisions. 
Curt’s performance puts von Braun in a 
sympathetic light, as a totally dedicated 
pioneer, concerned with getting those 
rockets up there. But Victoria Shaw, as 
the woman who loves him, worries about 
the innocent victims of the V-2’s. And 
James Daly, as an American newspaper- 
man who lost his wife and child in the 
London raids, remains bitter even when 
the Germans start work in New Mexico. 
It’s a thrilling story no matter how you 
take it, with a spy-stuff subplot involving 
Herbert Lom and Gia Scala. COLUMBIA 


The Dark at the Top of the Stairs 
CRISES IN AN AVERAGE FAMILY; ADULT 


What makes a marriage succeed or fail? 
How far can parents go in protecting their 
children? We get some sound answers to 
these important questions while we’re liv- 
ing for a couple of hours with an Okla- 
homa family in the 1920’s. Robert Pres- 
ton, Dorothy McGuire, teenaged Shirley 
Knight and ten-year-old Robert Eyer 
haven’t any weird, Tennessee Williams- 
type problems. But they’re still in trouble, 
each in a familiar crisis: losing a job: 
finding there’s Another Woman; going to 
the frightening first dance; being bullied 
by other kids. And the darkness gathers 
over this nice household. Based on a hit 
play, the picture is talky and a little slow 
in getting started. But the warmth of its 
acting pulls us right into the heart of the 
story. Preston makes a fine movie come- 
back after his Broadway triumph in “The 
Music Man.” Dorothy’s performance is a 
kind of fascinating inside story on her 
usual model-wife role. And Shirley looks 
like a highly talented newcomer. You'll 
want to watch Lee Kinsolving, too, as her 
unhappy blind date. WARNERS, TECHNICOLOR 


The Savage Innocents 
HONEST STUDY OF PRIMITIVE PEOPLE; ADULT 


You might say this is a story about an 
average family, too—average in their own 
society, that is. Anthony Quinn and Yoko 
Tani are Eskimos of a remote tribe, court- 
ing, marrying and leading the same nomad 
life as their ancestors for centuries back. 
To us, their ways seem either too free and 
easy or too harsh, but each strange cus- 
tom has a practical motive, and the cou- 
ple’s clash with “civilization” is tragic. 
Though the backgrounds (the real Arctic) 
have great majesty and beauty, some of 
the close shots are technically not too 
good. And the two stars, a rangy Mexican- 
Irish-American and a dainty Japanese, 
don’t look much like Eskimos. But their 
acting, like the picture as a whole, is re- 
freshingly honest. 

PARAMOUNT; TECHNIRAMA, TECHNICOLOR 


Under Ten Flags 
BRISK, FACT-BASED WAR ADVENTURE; FAMILY 


No quibbling here—this seagoing action 
yarn insists that its hero (Van Heflin) is 
a good guy, even if he is fighting for the 
Nazis. Van’s character is suggested by a 
real-life German captain, whose armed 
raider preyed on Allied supply lines. The 
different disguises he puts on his crew 
and even the ship itself make up a fas- 
cinating gimmick. More color is added 
with Charles Laughton’s expansive per- 
formance as the officer directing Royal 
Navy operations against the mysterious 
raider. You wouldn’t expect women to 


play a big part in a story like this, but 
Mylene Demongeot tosses in a dash of 
femininity as an unwilling passenger on 
Van’s ship. This gallant enemy, you see, 
tries to rescue everybody on board a tar- 
get vessel before sinking it. He seems to 
think a war can be civilized. PARAMOUNT 


The Entertainer 
FINE ACTORS PLAYING DREARY PEOPLE; ADULT 


There’s shock value at the start of this 
drama, a low-key of British realism. Imag- 
ine the great Sir Laurence Olivier playing 
a cheap vaudevillian! Olivier does go at 
the job with full honesty, making it clear 
that this man’s act is a vulgar bore and his 
private life is a mess. But he does it so 
thoroughly that you can’t see how this all- 
around failure holds the loyalty of his 
second wife (Brenda de Banzie) and his 
sensible daughter (Joan Plowright, said 
to be Sir Larry’s offscreen interest). Too 
bad we have to wait till the end of the 
picture to hear the “entertainer” analyze 
himself and his personal tragedy in dia- 
logue, because that’s hardly ever a con- 
vincing dramatic device. CONTINENTAL 


End of Innocence 
SOMBRE, POETIC STUDY OF ADOLESCENCE; ADULT 


The setting of this Argentina-made film 
is that country in the 1920’s, but to Amer- 
ican audiences it will seem a century away 
in another world. Yet the story is told 
with such delicacy and feeling that young 
Elsa Daniel’s experiences seem utterly be- 
lievable. One detail illustrates the super- 
Victorian upbringing that an aristocratic 
family imposes on Elsa and her sisters: 
Each of the girls is supposed to wear a 
special gown while taking a bath! But all 
in one night Elsa finds the realities of love 
and death invading her sheltered life, 
while handsome Lautaro Murua is a guest 
in her family’s house. He’s about to fight 
a duel—yes, in the 20th Century. Romantic 
as that sounds, there’s no clock-and-sword 
stuff in this picture. KINSLEY INTERNATIONAL; 

DIALOGUE IN SPANISH, TITLES IN ENGLISH 


Surprise Package 
FUNNY IDEA, TOO MUCH TALK; ADULT 


Yul Brynner seems to get a big kick out 
of this unusual assignment, swaggering 
around and snapping wisecracks like an 
old hand at the gangster game. Mitzi Gay- 
nor, too, has fun with her brassy role as 
his girlfriend, who follows the boss rack- 
eteer when he’s deported from the USS. 
to his birthplace, a tiny Greek island. And 
the star trio is completed by Noel Coward, 
as an unemployed king who brought his 
diamond-studded crown into exile with 
him. That trophy, as you’d guess, is very 
attractive to Yul—and to a couple of even 
more sinister types. There are some bright 
lines, and Coward is just the fellow to 
shine them up. But unfortunately, some- 
times, all those words keep the pace from 
moving as fast as it should. COLUMBIA 


Ocean’s Eleven 
BIG BUT LEISURELY PRIME COMEDY; ADULT 


If this picture hadn’t been in the plan- 
ning stage so long, you’d almost think its 
makers had seen “Seven Thieves,” last 
year’s modest but popular thriller about a 
robbery of the Monte Carlo Casino. . 
Only seven? Let’s have eleven thieves, 


and make ’em bigger names: Frank Sina- 
tra (he’s Danny Ocean), Dean Martin, 
Peter Lawford, Sammy Davis, Jr., etc. One 
casino? That’s for pikers! Let’s knock over 
the five biggest in Las Vegas. Let’s do it 
in glorious color and (here comes a mis- 
take) add about half an hour to the run- 
ning time. . . . The result is amusing in a 
relaxed way. It has a tendency to present 
the ambitious theft as just a boyish prank, 
but the Vegas background makes it all 
look a bit fantastic anyhow, and the play- 
ers don’t seem to be aiming for realism— 
just amiably kidding around. 

WARNERS; PANAVISION, TECHNICOLOR 


Between Time and Eternity 
SENTIMENTAL AND DECORATIVE; ADULT 


It’s a while since we’ve heard the only- 
six-months-to-live plot, always good ma- 
terial for an emotional spree. This time, 
the lovely and gracious Lilli Palmer is 
the lady under a medical death sentence. 
Though she has been contented in her 
marriage to a successful surgeon, her re- 
action is an urge to get away from it all. 
So off she goes to one of the primitive, 
beautiful Balearic Islands. And there she 
meets a dashing, unscrupulous native. In 
this role, Carlos Thompson (Lilli’s off- 
screen husband) is a little too conscious 
of his own charm. The girl who plays 
his island sweetheart is likely to attract 
attention. Her name—Ellen Schwiers— 
hardly suits her exquisite, exotic appear- 
ance. We'll bet she crops up with a new 
tag. U-I, PATHE COLOR 


Let No Man Write My Epitaph 
SENTIMENTAL AND SORDID; ADULT 


James Darren looks wonderful and does 
some fervent emoting in this offbeat tale 
of the slums; it’s a pity his efforts haven’t 
a better frame. At least, he holds his own 
in the midst ’of highpowered talent. The 
story’s a sequel to “Knock on Any Door,” 
which starred John Derek as a tenement 
kid who wound up in the electric chair. 
Now Jimmy plays his son, and a pictur- 
esque group of skid-row characters bands 
together to save the boy from his old man’s 
fate. Burl Ives is their leader, a drunken 
ex-judge; and Shelley Winters, as Jimmy’s 
mother, gratefully accepts their help. The 
plan works; Jimmy becomes adept at the 
piano, instead of the switch-blade; and 
he even wins the love of highborn Jean 
Seberg. But then along comes nasty, 
dope-peddling Ricardo Montalban. The 
total effect is odd—as if “A Hatful of 
Rain” had been rewritten by the late 
Damon Runyon. COLUMBIA 


Seven Ways From Sundown 
UNASSUMING HORSE OPERA; FAMILY 


Another peculiar title! This one—all of 
it—is merely Audie Murphy’s first name. 
Nothing else about the movie is startling. 
but Barry Sullivan’s character does rep- 
resent an attempt to get off the beaten 
cowtrail. As a new and green Texas Ran- 
ger, Audie is assigned to go after Barry, 
who has been leaving a wake of corpses 
and ruined barrooms around the country. 
But the outlaw, it seems, is such a lovable 
fellow that hardly anybody is mad at him, 
and Audie can’t get much cooperation 
from the citizens. As attractive a per- 
former as Barry is, he’s hardly devastating 
enough to make such an angle plausible. 
But it serves to keep the chase going. 
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OIVES 
“vou 


mate slow 
of a girl 
In 
love... 


’Y PONDS 


glows on in seconds...lasts for hours! 


new liquid makeup... 


Just touch on ANGEL TOUCH —and a light 


the liquid makeup that gives your complex- 
from within seems to slow through your 


ion the come-touch-me texture, the tender 


skin! It can happen to you! ANGELTOUCH is color, the luminous glow of a girl in love! 


iry it Conight...people will think youre in love! 


EYES BY AZIZA 


In 9 soft-and-subtle shades, 
$1. Also available in purse- 


size plastic bottle, 59c. 


For the finishing touch, 
Angel Touch Face Powder 
in complementary shades; 
$1, 50c, 25 


All prices plus tax. 


©1960, CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC. 
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cts -rich tobacco taste 
“Zi Maalelo(-lnaMeili:-\omn cele) 
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Sake a puff. hs Soranglime, / That’s what smokers say about Salem, because its 
smoke is as softly refreshing as the air of a springtime morning. Salem's special High Porosity paper 
every puff. And its fine tobaccos make Salem the rich-tasting cigarette that refreshes your 


smoke Salem! Created by R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 


“air-softens”’ 
taste. Smoke refreshed, pack after pack... 








